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THE LIFE OF 

THOMAS GRAY. 

•pHOMAS GRAV was born in Comhill, in thp 
city of London, On the a6th of December* I7i6» 
His father, Philip Gray, was a money-fcrivener^ 
but being of an indolent and profufe difpofition, he 
rather diminiihed than improved his paternal for- 
tune. Our Author received his claffical education at 
Eton fchool, under Mr. Antrobus, his mother's bro- 
ther, a man of found learning and refined talte, who 
diredled liis nephew to thole purfuits which laid the 
foundation of his future literary fame. 

During his continuance at Eton, he contraAed a 
friendffiip with Mr. Horace Walpole, well known 
for his knowledge in the fine arts ; and Mr. Richard 
Weft, fon of the Lord Chancellor of Ireland, a youth 
of very promifmg talents. 

When he left Eton fchool in I734» he went to 
Cambridge, and entered a pentioner at Peterhoufe, 
at the recommendation of his uncle Antrobus, who 
had been a fellow of that college. It is faid that, from 
his efieminacy and fair complexion, he acquired, 
among his fellow ftudents, the appellation of Mi/s 
Gray to which the delicacy of his manners feems 
not a Uttle to have contributed. Mr. Walpole was 
at that time a fellow-commoner of King's College, 
in the fame Uaiveriity ; a fortunate c^OMxAsoxK-'e^'* 
which afforded Gray frequent oppoxlxxiaVtf* ^^ "vo5^- 
Tourfe with his Honourable ^rkrid. 
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^ Tliclrrapttires now, that wildljtfow, 

« No ycftcrday nor morrow know; 

« 'Tis man alone that joy defcries 

«< With forward and reverted eye». 

<« Smiles on paft misfort tine's brow 

«* Soft reflexion's hand can trace, 

« And o*er the cheek of forrdw throw 

« A melancholy grace: 

«< While hope prolongs our happier hoiitf 

« Or deepeft (hades, that dimly lowr, 

" And blacken round our weary way, 

<< Gilds with a gleam of diftant day. 

« Still where rofy pleafure leads, 

« See a kindred grief purfue, 

" JJehind the fteps that tnifery treads 

<« Approaching comfort view: 

« The hues of blifs more brightly glow, 

" Chaftiz'd by fabler tints of wo; 

« And blended form, with artful ftrife, 

« The ftrength and harmony of life* 

« See the wretch, that long has toft 

« On the thorny bed of Pain, 

<< At length repair his vigour loft, 

«< And breathe and viralk again. 

« The meaneft flow'rct of the vale, 

«« The fimpleft note that fwells the gAle^ 

« The common fun, the air, the ikies, 

« To him are opening Paradife." 

Our Author's rqiutatlon, as a.PoeY> ''w^l^ fo 
/6atj on the death of CoUey Cibbcr, m \i 51>^ 
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tbe hanonr cf refuflng the ofdce of Poet-T^ureat, to 
w!bich he was probably induced by the difgrace 
brought upon it thro'ugh the inability of fome who 
had filled it. 

His curiofity fome time after drew him away from 
Cambridge to a lodging near the Britiih Mufeum^ 
where he redded near three years, reading and tran- 
Icribing. 

In 1764, on the death of Mr. Turner, Profeflbr of 
Irlodem Languages and Hiftory at Cambridge, he 
was, according to his own expreffion, " cockered and 
fpiritedup" to apply to Lord Bute ibrthefucceiiion. 
His Lordihip refufed him with all the politenefs of a 
courtlery the office having been previoufly promifcd 
to Mr. Brocket, the tutor of Sir James Lowther. 

His health being on the decline, in 1765 he under- 
took a journey to Scotland, conceiving he fhould 
^krive benefit from exercife and change of fituation. 
His account of that country, as far as it extends, is 
curious and elegant; for as his mind was comprehen- 
five, it was employed in the contemplation of all the 
works of art, all the appearances of nature, and all the 
monuments of paft events. 

Daring his ftay in Scotland, he contra(5led a friend- 
ihip with Dr. Beattie, in whom he found, as lie him- 
lelf exprefies it, a poet, a philofopher, and a good 
mam* Through the intervention of his friend the 
J>o<5%or, the Marifchal College at Aberdeen offered 
him the degree of Dodlor of La^'s, whkVv VvtxXvQwgciV 
k decent to dccUne, having omitttd x.ol^'t'w.^v^vBN: 

B 



ed them with a copy, containing a fe 
imitations of the old Norwegian p 
to fupplant the Long* Story, which vn 
tQilluftrate Mr. Bently's dcfigns. 

In 1768 cur Author obtained tha 
folicitation, for which he had before 
eiFea. The Profeflbrihip of Languj 
again became vacant, and he rcceiv 
from the Duke of Grafton, who had 
Bute in office. The place was valu 
falary being 400]. a year; but it wa 
liarly acceptable to Mr. Gray, as 
without folicitation. 

Soon after he faceted to this of 
ftate of his health rendered anothe 
ry; and he vifited, in 1769, the « 
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the duties annexed to it. He had always dt-figncd 
reading ledlurcs, but never put it in practice j and a 
confcioufhefs of this negiedl, contributed not a little 
to increafe the malady under which he had long la- 
boured : nay» the office at lengtji became lb irkfome^ 
that he ferioufly propofed to refign it. 

Towards the clofc of May, 1771, he removed from 
Cambridge to London, after having fuffered violent 
Attau:ks of an hereditary gout, to which he had long 
been fubjedl, notwithftanding he had obferved the 
moft rigid abftemioufnefs throughout the whole courfe 
of his life. By the advice of his phyficians, he remov- 
ed from London to Kenfington ; the air of which 
place prbved fo falutary, that he was foon enabled to 
return to Cambridge, whence he defigned to make a 
vifit to his friend. Dr. Wharton, at Old Park, near 
Durham ; indulging a fond hope that the excurfion 
would tend to the re-eftabliftiment of his health : but 
aUsI that hope proved dclufive. On the a4th of July 
he was fcizcd, while, at dinner in the College-hall, 
with a fudden naufea, which obliged him to retire to 
his chamber. The gout had fixed on his flomach in 
fuch a degree as to refill all the powers of medicine. 
On the a9th he was attacked with a flrong convul- 
fion, which returned with increafed violence the en- 
fuing day; and on the evening of the 31ft of May, 
' 1771, he departed this life in the 55th year of his age. 
\ From the narrative of his friend, Mr. Mafon, it ap- 
f pears, that Gray was adluated by mo\!vNt^ cA ^^*vkv- 
I prwcmcDt, andye]fgrauficalion,\tvV\s^.^\^At^'^\«^'^ 
the Maihs, ntber than any vitw to ^ecvtfvvax^ ei»R 
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ihcnt. His purfuits were in general difintcrcft< 
\\ w he uas free from avarice on the one hand, 
J [ he from extravagance on the other: being one < 

\ I few chara<5^efr8 iu the aunals of literature, efpec 

the poetical clafs, who are devoid of felf inter 

at the fame time attentive to economy : but A 

, , Ion adds, that he was induced to decline taki 

, aiH-antage of his literary productions by a dc 

pride, which influenced him to difdain the idc 
.4' ing thought an author by profeflion. 
I It appears from the fame narrative, tha 

made conllderablc progrefs in the ftudy of a 

ture, particularly the Gothic. Heendeavoured 
; this branch of the fcience, from the period of it 

mencement, through it's vwious changes, till ; 

ed at it's ptrfe<Stion in the time of Henry VU 
■: applied himfclf alfo to the ftudy of heraldry, o 

he obtained a very competent knowledge, as ; 
!- from his Remart$ OH Saxon CLurcLei^ in the intrO' 

! to Mr. Bcntham's Hipry of Ely. 

I But the favourite fludy of Gray, for the 1 

\ years of his life, was natural hijftory, which h< 

! refumed than began, as he had acquired fome 

I ledge of botany in early life, while he was un 

tuition of his uncle Antrobus. He wrote copio 

ginal notes to the works of Linnaeus, and oth< 

ers in the three kingdoms of nature : and IV 
i fon further obferves, that, excepting pure ma 

i tics, and the ftudies dependent on that fcienc< 

was hardly sjiy part of human learning in w; 
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bad not acquired a competent Ikill; in moft of them 
a confummate maftcry. 

Mr. Mafon has declined drawing any fonrial cha- 
raAcr of him : but has adopted one from a letter to 
James "Bofwcll, Efq. by the Rev. Mr. Tempk, Redlor 
of St- Gluvias, in Cornwall, firft printed anonymoufly 
in the London Magazine, which, as we conceive au- 
thentic, from the fandlion of Mr. Mafon, we Ihall 
therefore tranfcribe, 

« Perhaps he was the moft learned man in Europe- 
He was equafly acquainted with the elegant and pro- 
found parts of fcience, and that not fuperficially, brat 
thoroughly. He knew every branch of hiftory, both 
natural and civil ; had read all the original hiitorians 
of England, France, and Italy; and was a great anti- 
quarian. Criticifm, metaphyfics, morals, and poli- 
tics, made a principal part of his ftudy ; voyages and 
travels of all forts were his favourite amufements ; 
and he had a fine taile in painting, prints, architec- 
ture, and gardening. With fuch a fund of know- 
ledge, his converfation muft have been equally in- 
ftru<fting and entertaining ; but he was alfo a good 
man, a man of virtue and humanity. There is no 
chara<5ler without fome fpeck, fome iteperfe<5lion ; 
and I think the greateft defe<Sl in his was an affedla- 
tion in delicacy, or rather efremina4:y, and a vifible 
faJlidioufnefs, or contempt and difdain of hjs inferiors 
in fcience. He alfo had, in fome degree, that weak- 
nefs which difgufted Voltaire fo much in Mr. Con- 
greye : though he fecmed to value others chiefly ac- 
cording to the progrefs they had made in knowledge, 
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yet \it could not bear to be cpnfidered hixnXelf mere 

ly as a man of letters ; and though without birth, o 

fortune, or liation, his defire was to be looked uj^i 

as a private independent gentleman, who read for hi 

• [ amulcment. Perliaps it may be faid, What fignific 

■ \ fo much knowledge, when it produced ib little ? Is i 

J J worth taking fo much pains to leave no memoria 

c but a few Poems ? But let it be confidered that Mi 

i Gray was, to others, at leaft innocently employed 

t to himfelf, certainly beneficially. His time pafle 

I agreeably ; he was every day making feme new ac 

, J jj^uifition in fcicnce ; his mind was enlarged, his hcai 

'I foftened, hh virtue ftrengthened ; the world and man 

J kind were fliewn to him without a uiafk ; and he wa 

^ taught to confider every thing as trifling, and unwoi 

i'' thy of the attention of a wife man, except the purful 
of knowledge and pradice of virtue, in that ftat 
wherein God hath placed us.'' 

In addition to this chara(5ler, Mr. Mafon has re 
marked, that Gray's effeminacy was aftcAed mol 
before thofe whom he did not wiSi to plcafe ; an 
thftt he is unjuftly charged with making kuowledg 
his fole reafon of preference, as he paid his eftecni t 
\ none whom he did not likewife believe to be good. 
' Dr. Johnfon makes the following obfervations :- 

: <« What has occurred to me, from the flight infpe< 
, tion of his letters, in which my underta-king has er 
j gaged me, is, that his mind had a large- grafp ; th^ 
{ his cvriofity was imlimitetl, r.nd his jadgmv^nt cult 
' rjted ; that he was a man likely to love much whei 
y^f- lore4 at ally but that he was £a.ftldv^ua> :m^\.a3 
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to pleafe. His contempt, however, is often employ- 
ed, wkere I hope it will be approved, upon fcepticilin 
ar^;! infidelity. His ihort account of Shafteibury I 
will infert. 

•' You fay you csnnot conceive how lord Shaftcf- 
bury came to be a philofophcr in vogue ; I will tell 
you ; firfl, he was a lord ; fecondly, he was as vain 
as any of his readers ; thirdly, men are ver)' prone to 
believe what they do not underftand ; fourthly, they 
will believe any thing at all, provided they arc under 
no obligation to believe it; fifthly, they love to take 
a new road, even when that road leads no where ; 
fixthly, he was reckoned a fine writer, and feems af- 
ways to mean more than he faid. Would you have 
any more reafons ? An interval of above forty years 
has pretty well deftroyed the charm. A dead lord 
ranks with commoners : vanity is no longer intereft- 
ed in the nfattcr : for a new road is become an old 
one. 

As a writer he had this peculiarity, that he did not 
•write his pieces firft rudely, and then corre^fl them, 
but laboured every line as it arofe in the train of com- 
polltion ; and he had a notion not very peculiar, that 
he could npt write but at certain times, or at happy 
moments ; a fantaflic foppery, to which our kindnefs 
for a man of leamjng and of virtue wiihes him to have 
been fuperior. 

• As a Poet he flands high in the eftlmation of the 
' candid and judicious. His works are not numerous ; 
but they bear the marks of lulcxvCe ;xY^\\Q^-:i5C\<:i\\', '^^'^'^ 
cju-L'fuI rcvUlon. The Elegy \u vV^ O:.>i.t0c.-n"^^"^ 
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deemed his mailer-piece ; the fubjcA is interefHng, 
the fentimcnt fimplc and pathetic, and the Terfificir« 
tion cliarmingly melodious. This beautiful compofi- 
tion has been often feletSled by Orators for the difplay 
of their rhetorical talents. But as the moft iiniihed 
produ(5lions of the human mind have not efcaped cen« 
fure, the -works of our Author have undergone illibe- 
ral comments. His Elegy has been Aippofed defec- 
tive in want of plan. Dr. Knox, in his Eflays, has 
qbferved, " ihat it is thought by fome to be no more 
than a confufcd heap of fplendid ideas, thrown toge- 
ther without order and without proportion." Some 
paflTagcs have been cenfured by Kelly in the BabUer ; 
and imitations of different Authors have been pointed 
out by other critics. But thcfe imitations cannot be 
afcertained, as there arc numbt'rlefs inftances of coin- 
cidence of ideas ; fo that it is diffi'Jult to lay, with pre- 
cilion, what is or b not a dcligned or accidental imi- 
tation. 

Gray, in his Elegy in the Church-yard, has great 
merit in adverting to the moft interefting paffions of 
the human mind ; yet his genius is not marked alone 
by the tender ftnfibility fo conlpicuous in that elegant 
piece ; but there is a fubliniity which gives it an equal 
ttlaim to univcrful admiration. 

His Odes on The Pro^refs of Poetry y and of The B'Sri/, 

according to Mr. Mafon's account, " breathe the 
high fpirit of lyric enthufiafm. The tranfitions are 
fudden and inii>ctuou8 ; the language full of fire and 
force; and the imagery carried, without impropri- 
tny to the rncii (Li:.i'lv..z hci^U. T\ic7 V;x\'t\i^tu ^- 



21 

cufird of obfcurity : but the one can he obfcure to 
tbofe only who ]iave not read Pindar ; and the other 
only to thofc wlio are unacquainted with tfafe hxllor/ 
of our own nation." 

Of his other lyric pieces, Mr. Wakefield, a learned 
and ingenious commentator, obferves, that, though* 
like all other human prodiidlions, they are not with- 
out their dcfed^s, yet the fpirit of poetry, and exqui- 
fite charms of the verfe, are more than a compenfa- 
tion for thofe dcfecfls. The Ode on Eum CotU^ a- 
bounds with (entiments natural, and confonant to the 
feelings of humanity, exhibited with perfpicuity of 
methody and in elegant, intelligible and exprcfiive 
language. The Sonnet on the Death of Wefi^ and the 
Epitaph on Sir IViUiam Williams^ are as perfeA coin- 
poiitions of the kind as any in our language. 

Dr. Johnfon was confeiTedly a man of great geni- 
us ; but the partial and uncandid mode of criticifm 
be has adopted in his remarks on the writings of 
Gray, has given to liberal minds great and juft offence. 
According to Mr. Mafon's account, he has fubje^ed 
Gray's poetry to the moft rigorous examination. 
Declining all confideradon of the general plan and 
conduA of the pieces, he has confined himfclf folely 
to (IriAures on words and forms of exprefiion ; and 
Hr. Mafon vory pertinently adds, that rr/^^/ criticifm 
it an onJeal which the mcik pcrtcdl compofition caa« 
not pais without injury 

He has alfo fallen under Mr. Wakefield's fevereft 
cenfure. This commentator afixrccx*, <Vv^ ^v\v*i.%jwss^«A 
» refutation o£ bis ilriaurw \i^oxiOT:vj ^x^s-vJSax 
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ien-iccto the publfc, without which they might ope- 
rate witli a malignant influence upon the national 
tafte. His cenlure, however, is too j^cr.cral, and ex- 
prefled with too much vehemence; and hii remarkt 
betray, upon the wliole, an unreafonahle fallidiouf^ 
nefs of taAe, and an unbecoming illiberality of fplrit* 
He appears to have turned an unwilluigeye upon ^e 
beauties of Gray, bccaufe hisjealoufy would not dif- 
fer him to fee furh fuperlative merit in a cotempora- 
ry." Thffc remarks of Mr. Wakefield appear to 
be well founded ; and it has been obfcrvcd, by ino« 
thcT writer, that Dr. Johnfon, bting ftrongly influen- 
ced by his political and religious principles, was inclin- 
ed to treat with the utmoA feverity, fome of the pro- 
duAions of our beft \iTiters ; to which may be imput- 
ed that feverity with which he cenfures the lyric 
performances of Gray. It is highly probable that 
no one poetical reader will univerfally fubfcribe to 
his decifions, though all may admire his vail intui- 
tive knowledge, and power of difcrimination. 

In one initance> the DoAor's inconfiftency, and de- 
viation from his general charadler, does him honour. 
After having cqyimented with the moft rigid feveri- 
ty on the poetical works of Gray, as if confcious of the 
injuilice done him, he feems to apologize by the fol- 
lowing declaration, which concludes his ciiticifm, and 
fliail conclude the Memoirs of our Author. 

" In the charaAcr of his Elegy (fays Johnfon) f 
ri'joice and concur with the common reader ; for, by 
the commnn faifc of readers, uncorrupted with lite- 
r^ry prrjudL^s, all the rrfmLmcuU «ki WofO^^* 
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tnd the dogmatiixn of learning, mntt be final!/ decid- 
tdf all claim to poetical honours. The Cburcb-yari 
abounds with images which find a mirror in every 
mindy and with fentiments to which every bofom re- 
turns an echo. The four ilantas heginHing, Yet een 
fhefi hones are to me original ; I have never feen the 
ftctions in any other place; yet he that reads them 
here, perfuades himfelf that he has always felt them, 
tiad Gray written often thus, it had been vain to 
blame^ and uielefs to praife him." 




THE TEARS OF GENIUS: 
AN ODE, 

TO THE MEMORT OF MR. GRAYr 
(By J. T .) 

/^N Chain's fair banks, where Learning's hallow 

^^ Majeftic rifeson th' aftoniih'd fight, [fa: 

Where oft the Mufe has led the fav'rite fwain, 

And wanfl'd his foul witji heav'n's infpiring light; 

Beneath the covert of the fylvan ihadc, 

Where deadly cyprefs, mix'd with mournful yew, 

Fai' o'er the vale a gloomy ftillncfs fpread, 

Celeftial Genius burft upon the view. 

The bloom of youth, the majefty of years, 

The foften'd afpe<5l, innocent and kind. 

The figh of forrow, and the ftreaming tears, 

Rcfiftlefs all, their various pow'r coinbin'd. 

In her fair hand a filver harp flie bore, 

Whofe magic notes, foft warbling from the ftrlng. 

Give tranquil joys the bre^ nf Vr knew before 

Or raife the foul on rapture's airy wing. 

By grief impell'd, I heard her heave a figh, i 

While thus the rapid ftrain refounded thro' the Iky 

Hafte, ye filler powers of Song I 

Haflen from the fljady grove. 

Where the river rolls along 

Sweetly to the voice of love ; Ul 

Where, indulging mirthful pleafures, 
Light you prefs the flow'ry green, 
.And /rom Flora's blooming treafur^s 
CuJI'-he wreath for Faacy's quetu •, 
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Wlierc your gently-flowing numbersy 

Floating on the fragrant breeze, 

Sink the foul in pleafmg {lumbers 

On the downy bed of eafe. 3c 

For graver Arains prepare the plaintive lyre, 

iTiat wakes the fofteft feelings of the foul; 

Letionely grief the melting verfe infpire. 

Let deepening forrow's folemn accents roll. 34 

Rack'd by the hand of rude Difcafc, 

Behold our fav'rite poet lies ! 

While ev'ry objetSl form'd to pleafe 

Far from his cowch ungrateful flies, 3^ 

The blifsful Mufe, whofe fav'ring fmile 

IS0 lately warmM ITis peaceful breafl, 

Dilfufing heav'nly joys the while, 

In tranfport's radiant garments dreft, 

With darkfome grandeur, and enfeebled blaze, 4;j 

Sinks in the fhades of night, and fhuns his eager gaze. 

The gaudy train who wait on Spring, • 

Ting'd with the pomp of vernal pride, 

The youth, who mount on pleafurc's wing, f 

And idly fport on Thame's fide, 

With cool regard their various arts employ, 49 

Korroufethe drooping mind, nor give the paiife ofjoy. 

Ha ! what forms, with port fublime, f 

Glide along in fuUen mood, 

Scorning all the threats of time. 

High above misfortune's flood ? 54 

* Ode on Spring. t Cv\e oxiX^t^t'St^^^^^iL^^'^ 
too CoHege, | Bard, au Ode, 

C 
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hey feize their harps, they ftrike the lyre, 

'^ith rapid hand, with freedom's fire ; 

bedicnt Nature hears the lofty found, 

ndSnowdon's airy cliffs the heav'nly ftrains refo 

. ponnp of ftate behold they wait, 

rith arms outftrctch'd and afpe^s kind, 

o fnatch on high to yonder iky 

he child of Fancy left behind ; 

Drgot the woes of Cambria's fatal day, 

y rapture's blaze irapell'd, they fwell the artlef: 

ut ah! in vain they ftrive tofooth 

/"ith gentle arts the tort 'ring hours, 

dverfity, * with rankling tooth 

!er baleful gifts profufely pours. 

ehold fhe comes ! the fiend forlorn, 

.rray'd in Horror's fettled gloom ; 

he ftrews the brier and prickly thorn, 

.nd triumphs in' the infernal doom ; 

Vith frantic fury, and infatlate rage, [ 

he gnawsthe throbbing breait,and blailsthe glo 

Jo more the foft Eolian flute f 

;reathes thro' the heart the melting ftrain, 

^he pow'rs of Harmony are mute, 

ind leave the once-delightful plain ; 

Vith heavy win^ I fee them beat the air, 

)amp'd by the leaden hand of comfortlefs Def 

fet ftay, O flay ! celeftial Pow'rs! 

Lnd with a hand of kind regard 

■" Ode to Adverfityr. \ The Pto^tc^* o^ ^q 
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Difpcl the boiil'rous ftorm that lowrs 

Bcftruftive on the fev'rite bard ; 

O watch with nac his laft expiring breath, 85 

And fnatch himfix>mthe arnui of dark oblivious DeathI 

Hark I the Fatal Sifter's • join, 

And, with horror's mutt'ring ibuodsy 

Weave the tiflue of his line. 

While the dre^ldful fpell refounds. 90 

« Hail, ye midnight fillers ! hail ! 

^ Drive the fhuttle fwift along, 

** Let our fecrct charms prevail 

•* O'er the valiant and the ftrong ; 94 

*< O'er the glory of the land, 

** O'er the innocent and gay, 

♦« O'er the Mufes' tuneful band, 

« Weave the fua'ral web of Gray." 9ft 

*Tis done, 'tis done — the iron hand of Paip, 

With ruthlefs fury and corrofive force. 

Racks ev'ry joint, and feizcs'cv'ry vein: 

He finks, he groans, he fails, a lifelefs corfe ! X09 

Thus fades the flow'r, nipp'd by the frozen gale. 
The' once fo fweet, fo lovely to the eye ; 
Thus the tall oaks, when boift'rous ilorms afiail, 
Tom from the earth, a mighty ruin lie. 106 

Ye facred Sifters of the plaintive verfe, 
Now let the ftrcim of fond afFedlion flow ; 
O pay your tribute o'er the (lowdT2iv:tv. V^-ja^^^ 
Wiih jUl the manly dignity of wo \ "^^ 

• The Fatal Sifters, an Ode. 



^..j^.ww viivy^ a iiieiu tear, 
Oft' lei the fht'pherd's tender accents rife, 
Big with the fweets of each revolving yej 
Till proflrate Time adore his dcathlcfs na 
Fix'd on the folid bafe of adamantine fam 

• Elegy in a Country Church-yai 
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ODES. 

ODE I. 

ON THE SPRING* 

T O ! where the rofy-bofom'd hours. 

Fair Venu^' train, appear, 
Pifclofe the long-e3?pe<5ling flow'rs, 
And wake the purple year, 

The attic warbler p^pra her throat W 

Refponfive to the cuckoo's nqte, 
The untaught harmony of fpring. 
While, whifpVing pleafure as they fly, 
Cool zephyrs thro' the clear blue Hey 
Their gathcr'd fragrance fling, 10 

Whoe'er the oak's thic^ branches ftretch 

A broader, browner fhade. 

Where'er the rude and mofs-grown beech 

O'er-canopies the glade, • 

Befide foixne water's rufliy biink 15 

With me the Mufe fliall fit, and think 

(At eafe rcclin'd in ruftic ftate) 

How "wain the ardour of the crowd, 

liow low, how little, are the proud, 

(low indigent the great. 40 



-^Vj^t^l 



(yer-cinopy^d with kifriowft vjoo^vafc^.. 
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Some lightly o'er the current fkixtif 
Some Ihcw theif gayly-gilded trim, 
Quick-glancing to the fun. f 

To contemplation's fober eye, f 
Such is the I'ace of man, 
And they that creep and they tliat fly 
Shall end where they began. 
Alike the bufy and the gay 
But flutter thro' life's little day, 
In fortune's varying colours dreft ; 
Brufli'd by the hand of rough Mifch« 
Or chill'd by Age, their airy dance 
They leave, in dull to refl» 

Methmks I hear, in accents low. 

The fportive kind reply, 

•o-x^* ^«^,^i;fv I ,„f\ what art thou ? 
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Thy joys no glitt'rlng female meet*, 45 

No hive haft thoo of hoarded fweeUf 

No painted plumage to dif))lay ; 

Chi haity wings thy youth is flown* 

Thy Ain is fet, thy fpring is gone— 

Wc firolic while 'tis May« ^o 

ODE U. 

OM THE DEAtk OF A FAVOURItE CAT, 
Droivned in a Tub of GoU Fijbu^ 

J'pWASon a Ibfly vafe*8 fide, 

^ Where China's gayeft art had dy*d 
The azure flow'rs that blow> 
Demureil of the tabby kind. 
The pcnfive Sclima, reclin'd, 
Caz'd on the lake below. ^ 

HerconfcioUs tail her joy declar'd ; 
The fair round ftice, the fnowy beard, 
The velvet of her paws, 
Her coat that with the tortoile vies, 
Her ears of jet, and emVald eyes. 
She iaw, and purr'd applaufe. 1% 

Still had (he gaz'd, but, 'midft the tide, 
Two angel forms were feen to glide. 
The Genii of the ftream ; 
Their fcaly armnur's Tyrian hue. 
Thro' richeft purple, to the view 
Betray 'd a golden gleam, v^ 

The haple& nymph with wonder Ja.vi •• 
A wMtker£r&, and then % cUw, 



«r>A 10 ev ry ^ 
)o\pVvVncame'«^,^: 
c^*^'^°"'„oftid'- • 'd 
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ODE III, 



"'** DISTAL *^^£«;. 

HT«^« -o-» the '^;'"''r '^<'-'« • 




'^«s£4.//- "Under of tl, ^ 



Vhile fome, on earneft bus'nefs bent, 

Their murtn'ring labours ply 

Gainft graver hours, that bring coQftrai 

To fweeten liberty; 

Some bold adventurers difdain 

The limits of their little reign, 

A.nd unknown regions dare defcry : 

StiU as they run they look behind. 

They hear a voice in ev'ry wind, 

And fnatch a fearful joy. 

Gay hope is theirs, by fancy fed, 
Lefs pleafmg when pofleft ; 
The tear forgot as foon as ihedt 
The funlhine of the breaft ; 
Theirs buXom health of rofy hue, 
xxT-AA ««!■. mvention ever new. 
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ifet fee' how atl around 'esn wait 55 

Hie miniilers of human fate, 

Ind black Misfortune's baleful train! 

^h ! fhew them where in ambufh ftand» 

To feize theit prey, the murdVous band ! 

ih! tell them they are men. . 60 

rhefe (hall the furyPaiTions tear* 

rhc vultures of the mmd ; 

Difdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

^nd Shame that fculks behind ; 

t>r pining Love Aall wafte their youthf 65 

Or Jealoufy, with rankling tooth, 

That inly gnaws the fecret heart ; 

And Envy wan, and faded Care, 

Grim-vifag'd, comfortlels Defpair, 

And Sorrow's piercing dart. 70 

Ambition this fhall tempt to rife. 

Then whirl the wretch from high, 

To bitter Scorn a facrifice, 

And grinning Infamy ; 

The flings of Falfehood thofe ihall try, 7^ 

And hard Unkindnefs' alter'd eye, 

lliat mocks the tear it forc'd to flow ; 

And keen Remorfe, with blood defil'd. 

And moody Madnefs * laughing wild 
' Amid fevereft wo, 80 

Lo ! in the vale of years beneath 

A grifly troop are feen, 

• And Madnefs laughing in his \xe£v\ tcvoo^* 

J>ry(iens £abU of PaUmw oM Art^^ 
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The painful family of Death, 

More hideous than their queen : 

This racks the joints, this fires the veins. 

That tv^ry laboring finew ftrains, 

Thofe in the deeper vitals rage ; 

Lo! Poverty, to fill the band. 

That numbs the foul with icy hand, 

And flow<onfuming Age. 

To each his fuif'rings ; all are men 
Condemned alike to groan. 
The tender for another's pain, 
Th' unfeeling for his own. 
Yet ah ! why fhould they know their fate, 
Since forrow never comes too late. 
And happinefs too fwiftly flies ? 
*!fTiought would deftroy their paradife. 
No more ; where ignorance is blifs 
'Tis folly to be vife. 



ODE IV. 

TO ADVERSITV. 

T>AUGHTERof Jove, relentlefs pow'r. 

Thou tamer of the human breaft, 
Whofe iron fcourge and tort'ring hour 
The bad affright, affli<ft the beft ! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain. 
The proud are taught tp taile of p^in, 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
TfeA jfstjgs unfelt before, uirpitY'd wwi. il<D»TX! 
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When firft thy fire to fend on earth 

Virtne, hw darling child, defign'd, XO 

To thee he gave the heavenly birth. 

And bade to form her infant mind ; 

Stem nigged nurl'e ! thy rigid lore 

With patience many a year (he bore ; 

What forrow was thou bad'ft her know, 15 

And from her own fhe learn'd to melt at others' wo. 

Scar*d at thy frown terrific fly 

Self-Leafing Folly's idle brood. 

Wild Laughter, Noife, and thoughtlefs Joy, 

And leave us leifure to be good. ao 

light they difperfe ; and with them go 

The fummer friend, the flatt'ring foe ; 

By vain Profperity received, 

To her they vow their truth, and are again believM. 

Wifdom, in fable garb array'd, 25 

Immers d in rapt'rous thought profound. 

And Melancholy, filent maid. 

With leaden eye, that loves the ground. 

Still on thy folenni ftcps attend ; 

Warm Charity, the general friend, ^q 

With Jufticc, to herfclf levere. 

And Pity, dropping foft the fadly-pleafing tear. 

Oh ! gently on thy fuppHant's head, 
l)read goddefs ! lay thy chaft'ning hand. 
Not la thy Gorgon terrors clad, 3^ 

Nor circled with the vengeful band : 
(As by the impious thou art feen,') 
Widi UiundYmg voice and thread uixi^iovfixvi 
D 
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With fcrcaming Horror's fun'ral cr)', 

Defpair, and fell Diftafe, and ghaitly Povertj 

Thy form benign, O Goddcfsl wear, 

Thy milder influence impart, 

Thy philofophic trahi be there, 

To foften, not to wound, my heart : 

The genVous fpark extin(5l revive ; 

Teach me to love and to forgive ; 

Exadl my own defedls to fcan. 

What others are to feel, and know royfelf arr 



ODj: V. 

THE PROGRESS OF POESY. PINDARIC 
ADFRRTISEMRNT. 

.. WTien the Author firft puhdifhed this and the : 
ing Ode, he was advifed, even by his Frie 
fubjoin fome few explanatory Notes, but 1 
much refpe<5l for the Underftanding of his 1 
to take that Liberty. 

I.I. 

A WAKE, iEolianlyre! awake,* 

And give to rapture all thy trembling ftr; 
From Helicon's harmonious fprings 
A thoufand rills thek ma?y progrefs take ; 

• Awjike, iny glory! awake j lute and hi,' 

David X . 

Pindar Jtyhs his own poetry, with it's nii;^ 

f^ompaniments, -ffiolian fong, JE.o\\^tv ^xwi, 

bresth of the .^olian ftute. T\ic Wo^^^Sc ^w 
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The laughing flowVs, that round them blow> 5 

Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 

Now the rich ftream bf mufic winds along 

Deepi majeftic, fmooth, and ftrong, 

Thro* verdant vales and Ceres' golden reign ; 

Now rolling down the fteep amain, 10 

Headlong, impetuous, fee it pour ; 

The rocks and nodding groves rebellow to the roar. 

La. 

Oh! Sov'reignf of the willing foul, 

Parent of fweet and folemn-breathing airs. 

Enchanting Ihell ! the fuUen Cares 15 

And frantic Pafiions hear thy foft controul. 

On Thracia's hills the Lord of War 

Has curb'd the fury of his car, 

And dropp'd his thirfly lance at thy command : 

Perching on the fceptred hand^ ao 

Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 

With ruffled plumes and flagging 'wing ; 

as ufual with Pindar, are here united. The various 
fourccs of poetry, which gives life and luftre to all it 
touches, are here defcribed, as well in it's quiet ma- 
jeftic progrefs, enriching every fubjeil (otherwife dry 
and barren) with all the pomp of di<5lion, and luxu- 
riant harmony of numbers, as in it's more rapid and 
irrefifilble courfe, whth fwollen and hurried away 
by the confli^ of tumultuous paflions 

f Power of harmony to calm the turbulent paflions 
of the foul. The thoughts are borrowed from the 
firft Pyrthian of Pindar. 

I This is a weak imitation o5 totofc \i^"^u<&SS. \Ns^sa 
ID the ikmc ode, 

D % 



'rofy<rownedlx,«sa«feen, 

Cytherea's day, .^ pUafures 

.th antic Sports a«dblue^y 

^ ^ r-„<, now retreating. 

-F.tS-s-twt«-^ 

rbrii-cnoteslnca^^^-^. 

toce their many-tv^mVUng^^^^^^ 

low-melting ««"" *"y",es homage pay 
^ith »^'"l^ttorV»shereafy way. 

Tbehloom of young 



11. «. 

-v-v nu await'. ^ 
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Dileafet and Sorrow's weeping train, 
And Death, fad refuge from the ftorms of Fate ! 4J 
The fond complaint, my Song I difprove, 
And juftify the kws of Jove. 
Say, has he giv'n In vain the heavenly Mufe ? 
Night and all her fickly dews, 
Her fpedlres wan, and hirds of boding cry, 5< 

He gives to range the dreary Iky, 
Till down the eallcrn cliffs afar f 
Hyperion's march they fpy and glittVlng fhafts oi 
war. 

11. a. 

In climes | beyond the Solar Road, § 

Where (haggy forms o'er ice-built mountains roam. 

The Mufe has broke the twilight-gloom 56 

To cheer the ftiiv'ring native's dull abode : 

And oft' beneath the od'rous Ihade 

Of Chili's boundlefs forefts laid. 

She deigns to hear the favagc youth repeat, 60 

h loofe numbers, wildly fweet, " 

t Or feen the morning's well-appointed ftar. 
Come marching up the eaftern hills afar. 

tExtenfive influence of poetic genius over the re- 
niotcft and moU uncivilized nations ; it'sco;inc(5ti.)n 
V'iih liberty, and the virtues thiit naturally attend on 
*t» (See tiie Trie, Norwegian, and VVelih Trag- 
>nentr, the Lapland it..; American Songs, &c.) 

§ Kxtra anni folifque vias. HrgiL 

Tutta lontana dal camin del fole. 

P clr Arcb^ Clau%% %^ 

D 3 



jiicb iw.ii crown tn jc^ean aeep, 

licldsthat cool Ilifius laves, 

Or \v];ere Maeander^s amber waves 

In lingering lab Vinths creep, 

How do your tuneful echoes languifh. 

Mute but to the voice of Anguifh ? 

Where each old poetic mountain 

Infpiratlon breath'd around, 

Ev'ry fhade and hallowM fountain 

Murmur*d deep a folemn found, 

Till the fad Nine, in Greece's evil hour. 

Left their Parnaflus for the Latian plains : 

Alike they fcorn the pomp of tyrant Pow'i 

And coward Vice, that revels in her chains 

When Latium had her lofty fpirit loft, 

They fought, oh, Albion ! next thy fcj 
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Far from the fun and fummer gale. 

In thy green lap was Nature's darling f kid. 

What time, where lucid Avon llrayM 85 

To him the mighty Mother did unvail 

Her awful face ; the dauntlefs child 

Stretch'd forth his little arins, and fmil'd. 

This pencil take ((he faid) whofe colours clear 

Richly paint the vernal year ; 90 

Thine too thefe golden keys, immortal boy ! 

This can unlock the gates of Joy, 

Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears, 

Or ope the lacred fource of fympathetic Tears. 

III. 2. 
Nor fecond he \ that rode fublime 95 

Upon the feraph-wings of Ecftacy, 
The fccrets of th' abyfs to fpy, 
Ilepafs'd the flaming bounds of place and time : § 
The living throne, the fapph ire-blaze, || 
Where angels tremble while they gaze, loo 

He faw, but, blafted with excefs of light, 
Clos'd his eyes in cndlefs night. 
Behold where Dryden's lefs prefumptuous car 
tVide o'er the fields of glory bear 104 

f Shakefpeare. f Milton. 

§ — — flammantia moenia mundi. Lucrethtm 
I For the fpirit of the living creature was in the 
-^heels. And above the firmament, that was over 
their heads, was the likenefs of a tlirone, as th^ o.^ 

pearance of a fapphire ilone. 

' This was the appearance of tivt ^\ot^ o>^ ^^.'Vw^^ 
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Two courfcrs of ethereal race, f png pace. 

With necks in thunder cloth'd \ and long-rcfound- J 

III. 3. 

Mark ! his handi the lyre explore ! 

Bright-ey'd Fancy, hovVing o'er, 

Scatters from her pivflur'd urn 

Thoughts that breathe and words that burn ; § no 

But all ! 'tis heard no more || — 

Oil, lyre divine ! what daring fpirit 

Wakes thee now ? tho' he inherit 

Kor the pride nor ample pinion 

That the Thcban eagle bear, 1; JI5 

Siiillng with fupreme dominion 

Thro* the azure deep of air. 

Yet oft' before his infant eyes would run 

Such forms as glitter in the Mufe^s ray 

f Meant to exprcfs the ftately march and founding 
cnerjry of Drydes's rhymes. 
I Haft ihou clothed his neck with thunder ? JoA, 
§ Words that weep and tears that fpeak. Con Icy, 
jl We have had in our language no other odes of 
the fiiblime kind than that of Dryden on St. Cccl- .. 
lia's day ; for Cowley, who had his merit, yet wanted '* 
judgment, flylc, and harmony, for uu h a tafk. 'J'hat 
of ]?ope is not worthy of fo great a man. Mr. Ma- 
fon, indeed, of late days, has touched the tnie chordi, : 
and, with a mafterly hand, in fome of liis choruiles 
—above all, in the luft of Caradacus ; 

Hark! heard ye not yon' footftep dread? 5cc. 
% Pindar compares himfclf to thai bird, and hise- 
nemies to ravens that croak and clamour in vain be- 
low, while it purfues it's fiight rcg?.rdhfs of their 
J2O2/C0 
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orient hmcs, unborrowM of the fun ; lao 

all he mount, and keep his diAant way 

id the limits of a vulgar fate, 

:li the good how far— but far above the great. 

ODE VI. 

THE BARD. TINDARICK. 
ADrERTtSEMENT, 

ollowing Ode is founded on a Tradition ear- 
In Wales, that Edward I. when he completed 
Conqucftof that Country, ordered all the Bardi 
fell into his Hands to be put to Death. 

I.I. 

'IN fcize thee, ruthlefs Kmg ! 
Confufion on thy banners wait ; 
* fann'd by Conquefl's crimfon wing, 
y mock the air with idle ftatc. • 
1 nor hauberk's f twifted mail, 5 

e'en thy virtues, tyrant ! fliall avail 
ave thy fccretfoul from nightly fears; 
1 Cambria's curfe, from Cambria's tears !' 
/ere the founds that o'er the creftcd pride | 
firfl Edward fcatter'd wild difmay, 19 

locking the air with colours idly fpread. 

SO Jltffp. King John. 
le hauberk was a texture of fteel ringlets or rings 
oven, forming a coat of mail that fet clofe to 
(Iv, a)Hl adapted itl^lf to evcx-^ tcvoNawv* 
\crcftcd adder's pride, lyr'^^'^ry » \r^^^^ ^*' 
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As down the ftcep of Snowdon'sftiaggy fidc§ 
lie wound with toilfome march his long array. . 
Stoi t Glo'ftcr II ftood aghaft in fpeechlefs trance : 
To arms cry'd Mortimer, T and couch'd his qu! 
ring lance. 

1.2. 

On a rock, whofe haughty brow 
Frowns o^cr old Conway's foaming flood, 
RobM in the fable garb of Wx), 
With haggard eyes the poet ftood ; 
(Loofe his beard, and hoary hair* 
Streamed like a meteor to the troubled air,f ) 

§ Snowdon was a name given by the Saxon 
that mountainous track which the Welfli themfc 
call Craigian-cryri : it included all the highlands 
Caernarvonfliire and Merionethfhire, as far eai 
the river Conway. R. Hy^den, fpcaking of 
Caftle of Conway, built by Kmg Edward I. fays, 

dortum amnis Conivay ad clivum month Erery; and JR 
thew of Weftminfter, (ad an, 1183^ Apud Abercon 
md pedes mantis Sttoivdoniafecit erigi cafl rum forte, 

y Gilbert de Clare, fumamed the Red, Eai 
Gloucefter and Hertford, fon-in-law to King 
ward. 

t Edmond dc Mortimer, Lord of Wigir 
They both were Lords Marchers, whofe lands la^ 
the borders of Wales, and probably accompanied 
King in this expedition. 

* The image was taken from a well-known pi<! 
of Raphael, reprcfenting the Supreme Being ir 
vifion of Ezekiel. There are two of thefe paint! 
both believed original; one at Florence, the otht 
Paris. 

t Shone like a meteor ftreamm^ to x^t ^^^ 

JVlUton* ParadV 
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And with a mafter'-s hand and prophet's fire 
Struck the deep forrows of his lyre. 

< Hark how each giant oak and dcfert cave 

* Sighs to the torrent's awful voice beneath ! 

' O'er thee, oh King ! their hundred arms they wave, 
' Revenge on thee iuhoarfer murmurs breathe; a6 

* Vocal no more, fince Cambria's fatal day, 

* To higUtorn Hoel's harp or foft Llewellyn's lay 

1.3. 

' Cold is Cadwallo's tongue, 

* That hufli'd the ftormy main ; jo 

* Brave Urien fleeps upon his craggy bed : 

* Mountains ! ye mourn in vain 

< Modred, whofe magic fang 

* Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud topp'd head, 

* On dreary Arvon's \ fliore they lie, 3 j 
« Smcar'd with gore and ghaftly pale ; 

« Far, far aloof tli' affrighted ravens fail, 

« The famiih'd eagle § fcreams and paiTes by. 

\ The Ihores of Caernarvonfhire, oppofite to tlie 
iflc of Anglefey. 

§ Camden and others obfcrve, that eagles ufed an- 
nually to build their aerie among the rocks of Snow-, 
don, whirh from thence (as fome think) were named, 
by the Welfh, Craigian-eryri, or the Crags of the Ea- 
gles. At this day (I am told) the higheft point of 
Snowdon is called I'lie Eagle's Neit. That bird is 
certainly no ftranger to this ifland, as the Scots, and 
the people of Cumberland, VVeftmoreland> ^c^casv 
teftify ; it even has built it's ncft m xYv^^t-a^s. q?1\^«:x- 
If/Uiire. [See IVUlougbbys Orm,lol.T^MiS^'\^^^'^"^^\ 
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* Dear loft companions of my tuneful art» 

' Dear{j as the light that viiits thefe fadLeyes, 4 

* Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my hearty 
« Ye dyM amidft your dying country's crie s ■ ■ ■ 

* No more I weep. They do not fleep : 

* On yonder cliffs, a grifly band, 

« I fee them fit ; they linger yet, i| 

< Avengers of tlieir native land ; 

< With me in dreadful harmony they join, 

< And weave * with bloody hands the tiffue of thy lii 

II. I. 

" Weave the warp and weave the woof, 
«< The winding-fheet of Edward's race 5 5 

«* Give ample room and verge enough 
«« The characters of hell to trace. 
«' Mark the year and mark the night 
«* When Severn fhall re-echo with affright 
«< The flirleks of death thro' Berkley's roofs thatrit 
•< Shrieks of an agonizing king ! f j 

« She-wolf of France, I with unrelenting fangs 
*< That tear'ft the bowels of thy mangled mate, 
« From thee § be bom who o'er thy country hangs 
« The fcourge of Ilcav'il. %\Tiat terrors rouni 
him wait! 6 



K As dear to nje as are the ruddy drops 

That vifit my fad heart SLaJ^f/jf>. Julius Cmfm 

♦ See the Norwegian Ode that folloM's. 
•)• Edward II. cruelly butchered in Berkley Caftle. 
/ Ifabcl of France, Edward ll's adulterou? queen. 
„ ^Jr/uirpijsof Edward HI. m"tr^\A^<- 
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Amazement in his van, with Flight comblnM, 
And forrow's faded form, and Solitude behind. 

II. a. 

Mighty vidlor, mighty lord. 
Low on his fun'ral couch he lies! T 
No pitying heart, no eye, afford 65 

A tear to grace hisobfcquies I 
Is the fable warrior * fled ? 
Thy Ton, is gone ; he reils among the dead. 
The fwarm that in thy noontide beam were born. 
Gone to faiute the rifing mom : 70 

Fair laughs the mom, f and foft the zephyr blowsy 
While proudly riding o'er the azure realm, 
In gallant trim the gilded veflel goes, 
Youth on the prow and Pleafure at the helm, 
Regardlefs of the fweeping whirlwind's fway, 75 
That huih'd in grim repofe expedls his evening 
prey. 

n.3. 
Fill high the fparkling bowI,| 
The rich repaft prepare ; 

T Death of that king, abandoned by his children, 
d even robbed in his lail moments by his courtiers 
d miftrefs. 

* Edward the Black Prince, dead fome time before 
t£tther. 

t Magnificence of Richard II's reign. See Froif- 
tiy-and other contemporary writers. 
i Jftkhacd //• (is we arc told by ArcWo\ft\o^ V.'ccics^^ 
I the confedersLtc Lords, in tlieir mwuit^oi^^ 
E 



■i^ 
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*^ Reft of a crown, he yet may (hare the Ua£U 

** Clofc by the regal chair St 

•* Fell Thirft and famine fcowl 

" A baleful fmile upon the baffled gucft. 

*« Heard ye the din of battle bray,§ 

«« Lance to lance and horfc to horfe ? 

*< Long years of havock urge then: deftin'd coar&» 

** And thro' the kindred fquadrons mow their way^ 

" Ye TowVs of Julius! H London*! lafting fliainc» 

« With many a foul and midnight murder fedy 

«* Revere his confort's % faith, his father'i •• faiiK» 

" And fpare the meek ufurper'i ff holy head. 9f 

«* Above, below, the Rofe of (how, • 

•• Twin'd with her blulhing foe, we fpread ; 

Thomas of Walfineham, and all the older writers) 
was fiarved to death. The ftory of his aflaffination 
by Sir Piers of £xon is of much later date. 

§ Ruinous civil wars of York and Lancaller. 

II Henr\' VL George Duke of Clarence, Ed- 
ward V. Richard Duke of York, &c. belieycd to 
be murdered ftcretly in the Tower of London. The 
oldeft part of that llrud^ure is vulgarly attributed to 
Julius Caefar. 

IF Margaret of Anjou, a woman of heroic foirit, 
who ftrugglcd hard to favc her hulband and her 
cro^^-n. 

** Henr>'V. 

ft Henry VL very near being canonized. The 
line of Lancafter liad no right ox inheritance to the 
crown. 

* Tlie white and red Rofcs, devices of York and 
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led Boar f in infant gore 
beneath the thorny fhade. 94 

rothcn' ! bending o'er th' accurfed loom, 
e oor "vieiigeaiicc deep, and ratify his doom* 

m. I. 

Ip! tofuidcnfate 

we the woof ; the thread is fpun) 

hy heart \ wc confccrate ; 

3 is wore ; the work is done/') loe 

bay! nor thus forlorn 

: unble&'d, unpity'd, here to mourn. 

right tracky that fires the weiiem ikies» 

It, they vaniih from my eyes. 

what iblemn fcenes on Snowdon's height, 

ig flow, their glitt'ring ikirts unroll! 106 

r glory! fpare my aching fight, 

n ages crowd not on my foul ! 

our long-loft Arthur § we bewail : 
re genuine Kings; |j Britannia's iflue,hail! 

ilyer Boar was the bad|[e of Richard IIT. 
was ufually known in his own time by the 
Tae Boar. 

r of Caftile died a few years after the con- 
'ales. The heroic proof flic gave of her 
«• her lord is well knovt-n. The momi* 
ts regret and forrow for the lofs of her are 
feen at Northampton, Gaddtngton, Wal- 
othcr places. 

the cwnmon belief of the Welfli nation, 
ArthiMp was ftill alive in Fairyiand, and 
rn z^zin to reign over Bfil^tv. 
^eiiin and Talkmn liiA YW^^Atft.^^ 

E % 



n tne iiuuii.««w 

ier eye proclaims her of the Briton-lini 
Jer lion-port, her awe-commanding fac 
ittemper'd fweet to virgin-grace. 
What ilrings fymphonious tremble in tl 
What ftrains of vocal tranfport round he 
Hear from the grave, great Talieflin ! f ] 
They breathe a foul to animate thy clay 
Bright Ilapture calls, and, foaring as ihc 
Waves in the eye of heav'n her many-Qo 

III. 3- 
•' The verfe adorn again 
« Fierce War, and faithful Love, \ 

the Welfh (hould regain their fovereig; 
ifland, which feemed to be accomplilhed 
of Tudor, 

1--.! — ^„ »«dience Riven 



53 

bid Troth fcvcrc, by Fairy FiAion drcft, 
n buikin'd mcafurcs move || 
*alc Grief, and plcafing Pain, 
Vith Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breafl. 130 
L voice $ as of the cherub-choir 
^ei from blooming Eden bear, 
knd diiUat irarblingilT lelTcn on my ear^ 
Chat loft in long futurity expire. 
*9nd ui^ioiis man! think'fl thou yon' (anguine 
doudt 135 

laU'd by thy breathy has quench'd the orb of day ? 
Fo-nioiTow he repairs the golden flood* 
KmA wwis the nations with redoubled ray. 
Enough for me: with joy I fte 
Fhc dUT'refkt doom our Fates aflign : 140 

Be thine d^fpair and fceptred care ; 
To triumph and to die are mine/ 
!e fpoke, and, headlong from the mountain's height, 
teep in the roaring tide, he plung'd to cndlefs night. 

II Shakcfpearc. § Milton. 

f The fucccf&on of Poets after Milton's time. 

E3 




^ v.iui once had thoughts 

Friend) of giving a Hiftory 
In the introdu(5lion to it he mear 
feme Specimens of the Style thai 
Times among the neighbouring 
who had fubdued the greater Part 
were our Progenitors: the follo\ 
lions made a Part of them. He a 
his Defign; efpecially after he had 
already in the Hands of a Perfon v. 
It Juftice both by his Taftc and his 
Antiquity, 
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ODE VIL 
tHE FATAL SISTERS. 

FROM THE NORSE TONGUE. 

ie found in tht Oreades of Tbermodus Torfausy Haf^ 
fiia, l6y^t Folio/ and a If in Bartholinust 
Flit er 9rpitfyrir Falfallif Istc* 

PREFACE* 

hhe nth Century, Sigurd, Earl of the Orkney 
Iflands, went with a Fleet of Ships, and a confide- 
le Body of Troops, into Ireland, to the Affiflance 
Jigtryg with the filken Beard, who was then mak- 
War on his father-in-Law, Brian, King of Dub- 
Thc Earl and all his Forces were cut to Pieces, 
Sigtryg was in Danger of a total Defeat ; but 
Enemy had a gfeater Lofs by the Death Of Brian, 
r King, who fell in the A<5lion. On Chriftmas- 
(the Day of the Battle) a Native of Calthnefs, 
Gotland, faw, at a Diftance, a Number of PciTons 
Horfeback riding fuU fpecd towards si Hill, and 
ling to enter into it. Curiofity led him to fol- 
them, till, looking through an opening in the 
k, he faw Twelve gigantic Figures, refembling 
men : they were all employed about a Loom ; 
as they wove, they fung the following dreadful 
5, which, when they had finifhed, they tore the 
3 itito twelve Pieces, and each taking her Portion, 
>ped Six to the North, aud astsvatt^ \5i>0BLS.*$>wiJ^- 



iVhere the duUcy waip «^ _. 
^''caving many a foldicr's dooxxi) 
Orkney's wo and Randver'p baaCf 

See the grifly texture grow, 
{'Tis of human entrails made,) 
And the weights that play below 
Tach a gafplng warrbr's head. 

Shafts for (huttles, dipt In gore, 
Shoot the trembling cords along: 
Sword, that once a monarch bore^ 
Keep the tiffue clofe and ftrong, 



Naie, — The Valkyrlur were female divi 

yants of Odin (or Wodin) in the Gothic r 

Their name fignifies Cht^J^ert vfihe SUh* ' 

mounted on fwift hor&s, with drawn fwo 

-^-^ tHrone of battle fele^ 
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Mlfta, black terrific maid ! 

Sangrida and Hilda fee, 

Join the wayward work to lid ; 

'Tis the woof of vidloiy. 40 

Ere the ruddy fun be fet 

Pikes mull Ihiver, jav'lins fing, 

Blade with clatt'ring backler meet, 

Hauberk crafh, and helmet ring. *4 

(Weave the crimfon web of war) 

Let us %^Oy and let us fly. 

Where our friends the conflidl (hare, 

Where they triumph, where they die. a8 

As the paths of Fate we tread, 

Wading tho' th' enfanguin'd field, 

Gondula and Geira fpread 

O'er the youthful king your fiiield, 3* 

We the reins to flaughter give, 

Ours to kill and ours to fparc: 

Spite of danger he (hall live ; 

(Weave the crimfon web of war.) 3^ 

They whom once the defert beach 
' Pent within it's bleak domain, 
Soon their ample fway ftiall ftretch 
O'er the plenty of the plain. 4^ 

Low the dauntlefs earl is laid, 
Gor'd with many a gaping wound: 
Fate demands a nobler Viead; 
Soon a Jkin^ ihall bite the grouii.^^ 
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Long his lofs fhall Erin • weepy 
Ne'er again his likenefs fee ; 
Long her ilrains in forrow fleepy 
Strains of immortality ! 

Horror covers all the heath. 
Clouds of carnage blot the fun: 
Sifters ! weave the yrth of death : 
Sifters! ceafe; the work is done. 

Hail thetafk and hail the hands! 
Songs of joy and triumph (ing ; 
Joy to the vidlorious bands. 
Triumph to the younger king. 

Mortal! thou that hear'ft the tale 
I^am the tenour of our fong ; 
Scotland ! thro' each winding vale 
Far and wide the notes prolong. 

Sifters ! hence with fpurs of fpeed; 
Each her thund'ring falchion wield ; 
"Each beftride her fable fteed: 
Hurry, hurr%', to the field. 

* Ireland. 



5» 
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ODE VIII. 
THE DESCENT OF ODIN. 

FROM THE NORSE TONGUE. 

7* 6e JounJ in BartboUnus^ deeaujis contemnenJa morth; 
Hajnidc^ 1689, ^mrto, 

Ufn'u 0<tinn Allda gauir^ l^s, 

•r ^ P rofe the king of Men witl^ fpeed, 

^ And faddlcd ftraight his coal-black ftccd ; 

Down the yawning fteep he rode 

That leads to Hela's [| drear abode. 

Him the Dog of Darknefs fpy M ; 5 

His fiiaggy throat he open'd wide, 

While from his jaws, with carnage fill*d. 

Foam and human gore diftill'd : 

Hoarfc he brays with hideous din. 

Eyes that glow and fangs that grin, l« 

And long purfues with fmitlefs yell 

The father of the powerful fpcU. 

Onward fliil his way he takes, 

(The groaning earth beneath him Ihakes,) 

Till full before his fearlcfi eyes 15 

The portals nine of hell arire. 

Right againft the eaftcrp gate. 
By the mofs-grown pile he late, 

II Nlflheimr, the hell of the Gothic nations, con- 
fifted of nine worlds, to which were devoted all fuch 
as died of ficknefs, old age, or by any other means 
than in battle: over it prclid;:d 1U\3l, Ockit ^<a\^v&^v»\ 
Vcath. 



Till from out the hollow ground 
Slowly breath'd a fuUcn found. 

Proph. What call unknown, whal 
To break the quiet of the tomb ? 
Who thus afllitSls my troubled fprite, 
And drags me from the realins of Nigl 
Long on thefc mouldering bones have 
The winter's fnows the fummer's heat 
The drenching dews and driving rain 
Let me» let me fleep again. 
Who is he, with voice unbleft, 
That calls me from the bed of reft? 

Odin. A traveller, to thee unknoi;v 
Is he that calls, a warrior's fon. 
Thou the deeds of light (halt know ; 
Tell me what is done below, 
Vnr whom yon' K^itt'ring board is fp 
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Once again my call obey: 
fs ! arife, and fay, 
ngers Odin's child await, 
author of his fate ? 

!. In Hodcr's hand the hero's doom ; 55 
ler fends him to the tomb, 
weary lips I clofe ; 
e, leave me to repofe. 

Prophctefs! myfpellobey; 
un arife, and fay, ^o 

avenger of his guilt, 
fi fhall Hoder's blood be fpilt ? 
-I. In the caverns of the weft, 
's fierce embrace compreft, 
reus boy fliall Rinda bear, ^S 

er (hall comb his raven- hair, 
ti his vifage in the ftream, 
the fun's departing beam, 
n Hoder's corfe fliall frail? 

on the fun'ral pile, yo 

' weary lips I clofe ; 
e, leave me to rcpofs. 
. Yet a while my call obey : 
ifs ! awake,, and £ay, 

rgins thefe, in fpeechlefs wo, 75 

nd to earth their folemn brow» 
:ir flaxen trefles tear, 
wy veils that float in air ? 
whence their forrows rofe, 
leave thee to repofe. ' > V^ 

f ' 



?R.OPH. Hie thee hence, ana doai*. »^ « 
lat never fhall enquirer come 
) break my iron-deep again 

ill Lok t has buril his tenfold chain ; 

ever till fubftantial Night 

as rc-affum'd her ancient^ right, . 

'ill wrappM in flames, in ruin huri'd, 
•inks the fabric of the world. 

f I-ok is the evil being, who contini 
till the tivilight tf the gods approaches, w 
break his bonds ; the human race, the t 
fhall difappear, the earth fmk in the 
confume the flues; evan Odin himfelf, 
dred deities, ftiall perilh. For a fiirthc 
of this mythology, fee Introdu^ion a /* / 
mare^pmr Mom, Mailat, 1 755, 4to; or 

lation of it publilhed in 1770, and en 
-- "rKJr.h fome miilakcs in t 
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ODE IX. 
THE TRIUMPH OP OWEN : 

AFRAGAVENT. 

Fram Mr, Evans Specimen ^ibe Welfi Puftry^ 

Lwdon^ 17<$4t ^jHirto, 

ADFERTtSSMKNT, 

OWEN fuccecdcd hit father Griffin in t)ic Pinn^i- 
pality of North Wales, A, D. iiao: this battle 
was near forty years afterwards. 

r% wen's praife demands my fong, 

Owen fwift and Owen ftrong» 
Faircft flow'r of Roderick's ftem, 
Gwyneth's • (hield and Britain's g«m# 
He nor heaps his brooded i^oresp 5 

Nor on all profufely poursy 
L.ord of ev'ry regal art, 
Lib'ral hand i^nd open h«art« 

Kg with holts of mighty name, 
Squadrons three againft him came ; tp 

Thb the force of Eirin hiding ; 
Side by fide as proudly riding 
On her ihadowjong and gay 
Lochlin f plows the watry way ; 
There the Norman fails afar, 15 

Catch the winds and join the war ; 
Black and huge along they fweep, 
Purthens of the angry deep. 

♦ North Wales. \ Bcivm^xV, 

F 7. 



-■ymallra'. rocky ftore "" 
^c.omgtchebauIeWoar. 

^WdMei„air„„,hi3 flood 
^Je.heap'd hi, rafter', feet. 
J^flratew,„iors gnaw the gro. 

Thoufand banner, round him b" 
V^«-ehepomt»hisp„T,|efpear 
Hafty.hafty rout i. there; 
Marking, with indignant eye. 
Fear to flop and Shame to fly. 
There ConfuCon, Terror's child 
Conflia fierce and Ruin wild, ' 
Agony, that panU for breath, 
Defpairand honourable Death. 
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ODE X. 

THE DEATH OF HOEL. 

Fr»«f tie Welji of Aneurim, JfyUd The Monarch 

of the Bards. 

He f out ijbed about the Time o^ TaliefRn, yf, D. 570. 

7bis Ode is extraaed from the GoDODIN. 

[See Mr. Evan's Specimens,/, 71, 73.] 
TJ AD I but the torrent's might, 

With headlong page, and wild affright. 
Upon Deira's fquadrons hurl'd. 
To rulh and fweep them from the world I 
Too, too fecure in youtjiful prjdc, 5 

By them my friend, my Hocl, d/d. 
Great Cian's fon ; of Madoc old. 
He afk'd no heaps of hoarded gold ; 
Alone in Nature's wealth array*d, 
He aik'd and had the lovely maid. 19 

To Cattraeth's vale, in gUttVing roW| 
Twice two hundred warriors go ; 
Ev Vy warrior's manly neck 
Chains of regal honour deck, 

Wrcath'd in many a golden link ; ?5 

From the golden cup they drink 
Nedar that the bees produce, 
Or the grape's ecftatic juice. 
Flufii'd with mirth and hope they buna, 
But^none from Cattraeth's vale return, ao 

8ave Aeron brave and Conan ftrong, 
(Burfting through the bloody throng,) 
And I, the roeaneftofthem all. 
That live to we^ a^d Tmg tWvxA^V 
F 3 
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« fJENCE, avaunt ! ('tis holy g 
** Comus and his midnight c: 

«« And Ignorance with looks profc 
« And dreaming Sloth of pallid hi 
** Mad Sedition's cry profane, 
«< Servitude that hugs her chain, 
" Nor in thefe confecratcd bow'rs 
"Let painted Flatt'ry hide hei 
«« Nor Envy bafe, nor creeping G; 
« Dare the Mufe's walk to ftain, 
«« While bright-ey'd Science watch 
" Hence, away ! 'tis holy ground.' 

ir. 

From yonder realms of empyrian d 
Burfts on my ear th' indignant lay; 
There fit the fainted fage, the bard 

The few whom Opnina o-iw^f/x fk'.^ 



Meek Newton's felf bends from his ftate fublime, 25 
And nods his hoary head, aud liftens to the rhyme. 

III. 
** Ye brown o'er^arching groves ! 
" That Contemplation loves, 
** Where willowy Camus lingers with delight, 
** Oft' at the blufli of dawn 30 

" I trod your level lawn, 
" Oft* woo'd the gleam of Cynthia filver -bright 
" In cloifters dim, far from the haunts of Folly, 
** With Freedom by my fide and foft-ey'd Melan- 
choly." 

IV. 
liut hark! the portals found, and pacing forth, is 
With folemn fteps and flow. 
High potentates, and dames of royal birth, 
And mitred fathers, in long order go : 
Great Edward, with the Lilies on his brow* 
From haughty Gallia torn, 40 

And fad Chatillon, f on her bridal morn. 
That wept her bleeding love, and princely Clare, \ 

* Edward III. who added the Fltttr de lys of France 
to the arms of England. He founded Trinity-col- 
lege. 

fMary de Valentia, Countefs of Pembroke, daugh- 
ter of Guy de Chatillon, Comtc de St. Paul in France, 
of whom tradition fiys, tliat her hufband, Audc- 
^Ji^arde de Valentia, Earl of Pembroke, was fiain at 
* tournament on the day of his nuptials. She was 
t*ie foundrefs of Pembroke-college or Hall, under 
. the name of Aula Marire de Valentia. 

J Elizabeth de Burg, Counters o^ CWt, xk-^&^'v^^ 
^John dc Burg, foil and hdr oi t\v^ ^^^ ^^ ^"^'^^'^ 



e chanty. *^^^i„ 

x,d thus they fp««-^ 

.^^^.at•.sgrande»r,;.hatUpo«cr^ 
.. Heavier toil, f»T-"o;;Pf;,i„J 

. roilbertdeClare^Ear 
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** Sweet Mufic's melting fall, but fweetcr yet 
<« The ftill fmall voice of Gratitude." 

VI. 
Foremoft, and leaning from her golden cloud, 65 
The venerable Marg'ret * fee ! 
« Welcome, my noble fort!" (he cries aloud, 
<« To this thy kindred train and me : 
** Pleas'd in thy lineaments we trace 
" A Tudor'sf fire, a Beaufort's grace. 70 

<* Thy lib'ral heart, thy judging eye, 
«' The flow'r unheeded fhall defcry, 
<< And bid it round heav'n's altars Ihed 
*< The fragrance of it's blufliing head; 
<* Shall raife from earth the latent gem 75 

•* To glitter on the diadem. 

VII. 
«< Lo I Granta waits to lead her blooming band; 
<* Not obvious, not obtrufive, (he 
«< No vulgar praife no venal incenfe flings, 
<* Nor dares with courtly tongue refin'd 80 

«< Profane thy inborne royalty of mind : 
« She reveres herfelf and thee. 
<< With modeit pride to grace thy youthfui brow 
<* The laureate wreath | that Cecil wore Ihe brings^ 

♦ Countefs of Richrtond and Derby, the mother 
of Henry VU. foundrefs of St. John's and Chrift's 
colleges. 

f The Countefs was a Beaufort, and married to a 
Tudor; hence the ^plication of this line to the 
Duke of Giafton, who claims defcent fcortvV^Qk^Xv 
ihefe families, 

tLordTrezfarer Burleigh was CYv^ltvcO^ox «Ji^issfc 
UniverGty in the reign of Queen 'E\A2.^^i«.'^« 
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** And to thy j«ft, thy gentle hand J5 

« Submits the fafcei of her fway; 

« While fpirits Weft above, and men below, 

*« Join with glad voice the loud fymphonious Uy, 

VIII. 
•* Thro' the wild waves, as they roar, 
<* With watchful eye, and dauntlefs mieny 90 

" Thy fteady courfe of honour keepi 
« Nor fear the rock nor feek the Ihore: 
*< The ftarof Bninfwick fniiles ferenct 
•* And gilds the horrors of the deep." 91 



MISCELLANIES. 



A LONG STORY. 

JtDrJiRTISRUENT* 

MR. GRAY's Elegy, previous to it's publication 
was handed about in MS. and had, amongft other ad 
mirers, the Lady Cobham, who refided in the man£ 
oQ'houfe at Stoke-Pogcis. The performance indw 
ing her to wifti for the Author's acquaintance, Lad 
Schaub and Mifs Speed, then at her houfc undertoo 
to introduce her to it. Thefe two ladies waited u; 
0/2 the Author at his aunt's fo\Wary Vv^V)\V.%iv(m>'^vh£i 
Ac at that time refided, and not fttvdxtv^ V\m ^^.VOT 
they left 3L cardbAind tKem. Mr- GxaTj^iMT^ 
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It fucli a compliment, returned the vifit; and at the 
beginning of this interconrfe bore fome appearance of 
romance, he gave the humorous and lively account 
of it which the Long Story contains. 

TN Britain's iile, no matter where. 

An ancient pile of building (lands;* 
The Huntingdons and Hattons there 
EmployM the pow'r of Fairy hands 4 

Toraife the ceiling's fretted height. 
Each pannel in atchievements clothing. 
Rich windows that exclude the light, 
And paiTages that lead to nothing. 8 

Full oft within the fpacious walls. 
When he had fifty winters o'er him, 
My grave Lord-Keeper f led the brawls: 
The feal and maces danc'd before him. 1% 

His bufliy beard and ihoe-ftrings green, 
His high-crown'd hat and fatin doublet, 
Mov'd the (tout heart of England's queen, 
Tho' Pope and Spaniard could not trouble it. 16 

• The manfion-houfe at Stoke-Pogeis, then »n pof- 
fefilon of Vifcountefs Cobham. The ftyle of build- 
ing which we now call Queen Elizabeth's, is here 
admirably defcribed, both with regard to it's beauties 
and defe<^s ; and the third and fourth ilanzas deli- 
neate the fantailic manners of her time with equal 
truth and humour. The houfe formerly belonged to 
the Earls of Huntingdon and the family of Hatton. 

t Sir Chriftopher Hatton, promoted by Queen E- 
liEabeth for his graceful perfon and fine daucm^c — 
Brawls were a fort of a ngure-Oia.wc<iVNxwv*vciN^se^> 
smd probably deemed as ckgaut a& ovrc \ao^«»> ^^'^ 
HoM, or mUmorc modcru i^uaLdcV^s. 



A brace of warriors, f not in buff. 
But ruftling in their filks and tiffu« 

The firft Qzxat cap-a-pie from Fi 
Her conq'ring deftiny fulfilling. 
Whom meaner beauties eye aikaa 
And vainly ape her art of killing. 

The other Amazon kind Heav'n 
Had arm'd with fpirit, wit, and fa 
But Cobham had the poliih giv'n, 
And tipp'd her arrows with good- 

To celebrate her eyes, her air— 
Coarfe paneg)Tics would but teafe 

MeliiTa is her mm de guerre; 

Alas ! who would not wifli to pleai 

With bonnet blue and capuchin* 

And aprons long, they hid their am 

And veilM their weanons hrlo-Kf o« 
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that tlieredbouts there hirk'd 
imp they call a Poet, 44 

rowlM the country far and near, 
I the children of the peafants, . 
the cows and tam'd the dcer^ 
d the eggs and kill'd the pheaiantt, 4S 
dy heard their joint petition 
her coronet and ermine* 
e out her high commiffion 
; manor of fuch vermin. 54 

roines undertook the talk ; 
les unknown, o'er ftile« they ventured, 
t the door, nor ftay'd to aflt, 
:e into the parlour enter 'd. 56 

ambling family they daunt* 
:, they fmg, they laugh, they tattk, 
e his mother, pinch his aunty 
:airs in a whirlwind rattle. Co 

ole and cupboard they explore, 
k and cranny of his chamber, 
y (curry round the floor, 
the bed and tefter clamber ; 64 

e drawers and china pr\', 
sd books, a huge imbroglio I 
ea-cup he might lie, 

i like dog's ears in a folio. 63 

firft marching of the troops, 
:s, hopelcfs of his pardon, 

^eafed at the Ilbertv >cre ttvVetv N5*cCa.\ia3 
urely without any greax rcs^u. 



Short was hit joy: he Uttle kiM 
Thepow'rofnuigtc was no fable 
Out of the window wiik they flev 
B^t left a fpell upon the table. 

The words too eager to anriddl 
The Poet felt a ftrange diforder ; 
Tranfparent birdlime femi'd the 
And chains invifible the border. 

So cunning w^s the apparatus* 
The powerful pothoo^f did fo mc 
That will he nill to tl)e grefit hou 
{ie went as if the devil drove hini 

Yet on his vsy (no lign of Grai 
For folks in fear are apt to pray) 
To Phcebus he preferred his cafe, 
And bcgg'd his aid that dreadiHil ( 



..YJ i.*.^ u.^u 
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IS often feen the fight) 

lapel-door Hand fentry ; X04 

i hoods and mautles tamUh'd» 

i enough to fcare ycy 

} of honour once that garniih'd 

ig-room of fierce Queen Maryl xo8 

efs comes: the audience ftare^ 

eir hats with due fubmiflion; 

es, as Ibe takes herchair> 

)eople of condition 2 1 :^ 

I witli many an artful fib 

glnation fenced him» 

he arguments of Squiby^ 

t Groom § could urge againft hxa^ xi6 

liis rhetoric forfook him 

ic folemn hall had feen ; 

: of ague (hook him; 

mute as poor Macleane. J zao 

thing he was heard to mutter, 

he park, beneath an old tree, 

. defign to hurt the butter, 

lalice to the poultry,) XZ4 

:e or twice had penn'd a fonnet, 

1 that he might fave his bacon ; 

would give their oaths upon it, 
was for a conj'rer taken." l%t 

illy prudes, with hagged* face, 
1 condemned the finner: 

Houfekeeper. ^Theiksiw^. 

of the chamber. 

js high wavmanjhainRtA lVt^t«3t\s^^; 
/. r. thctBcc of a wtciiox Vi*^- ^^^ 
G a 



" Decorum's tum'd to mere civility 
« Her air and all her manners flicw it 
*« Commend inc to her afl'ability ! 
" Speak to a Commoner and Poet I" 

[Htre 500 ftanuat art 

And To God fave our noble king. 
And guard us from long:-winded lubbei 
That to eternity would fing, 
And keep my lady from her rubbers. 

pithet Ae;^<ir</ha8 been fometinies mifla' 
mg the fame idea, but it means a very • 
viz wild and farouche, and is taken 
€laim«:d hawk called a hag:ard. 

t Here the ftory finifties; the exch 
phofla, which follows, is chara^eriftic 
manners of the age when they arc fu] 
lived ; and the 500 ftanzas faid to be 
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ELEGY 

TEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 

-few tolls I the knell of parting day, 
jwing herd wind (lowly o*cr the Iea» 
lan homeward plods his weary way, 

the world to darknefs and to me. 4 

.es the glimmering landfcape on the fight, 

air a folemn ftillnefs holds, 
: the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
y tinklings lull the diAant folds; S 

: from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r 
g owl does to the moon complain 

wand'ring near her fccret bow*r, 
mcicnt folitar)' reign. i% 

hofe nigged elms, that yew-tree's fhade, 
fcs the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
narrow cell for ever laid, 
irtfathers of the hamlet fleep. 16 

zy call of incenfc-breathing Mom, 

V twittering from the ftraw-buiit (hed, 
fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 

all roufe them from their lowly bed. 20 

no more the blazing hearth fliall bum, 

fewifc ply hftr evening care; 

run to iifp their fire's return, 

i knee? the envy'd kife to fiiare. 34 

he harveH to their fickle yield, 

V oft' the ftubboni glebe ha« btok^ \ 

7a di ionf ano 

r^'wiiopiangcr, clieiiiiwvoTe. , 

^ 3 



55 



, paths cfglor>j«^^^^^^^^„,^,,fcA 

>jor you, ye l f oy ,„_v, V.o trophies m 
Mem'ryoVtl.e>rtombr.o P^^^^^, 

^^^-•*l'"t3Sthenoteofp^ 

Can ftor.=rt v-r" o^ fleefmgbre: 

3.ckto«'*tnanf.on"nu ^^^^^, 

C.nhor.our-sVo.cep°ol^^=^^.^^^^^, 

or F.att'ry loothe the du .^^ 

""perhapslnthUneskft^d^ ^^^^^.,, 

Somehear.. once prop ^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
lla:.dsthatthcvcAc.emp^.^^^,^^.^_ 
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Some mute inglorious Milton, here may reft, 

Some Cromwell, puiltlefs of his countr^'-'s blood. 6* 

Th* applaiifc of lill'ning feiiates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to dcfpife, 
To fcatter plenty o'er a fmiling land. 
And read their liiftVy in a nation's eypa. C>4 

Their lot forbade ; nor circumfiuibM alone 
Their growing virtuee, but their crimes confiiiM ; 
Forbade to \yadc thro' fiaughtcr to a throne, 
And fhiit the gates of mercy on mankind ; 68 

The ftruggling pangs of conicious Truth to hide. 
To quencli the blufhes of higenuou^ Shame, 
Or heap the fJirine of Luxury and )Vidc 
With inccnff kindl;*d at the Mule's tiame. yz 

Tar from the maddiiig crowd's ignoble firife,* 
Their ibber wiflK-s never tcarn*d to liray; 
Along the cool fcqut U^cr'il vail of life 
1 hey kept the noiiUefs teiior of their way. 76 

Yet e'en thefe bones, from infult to proicil 
Seme frail memorial flill creeled nigh, 
Wirh uncoi;th rhymes and fhapclefs fculpture deck'd, 
Iniplorey the pafiing tribute of a fij-h. 80 

Their name, their year?, fpeit l)y th' unlettered 
The place 01 fr.me and elegy fupply, I^Mufe, 

And many a liojy text around flie llrcws, 
Tliat teach tlie ruIUc moraliil to die. 84 

• Thi-i part of the Elegy dlfTers from the firft co- 
pv. ']*hv- U)ili)wi;;g lianza was excluded with the 
^ther :i'.:ciati()ns: 

llaiL! how the fanei\ ca\Tm,t\\;iL^\iTt-t^^'5.'ix<a>^'si^^ 
Bills t'v Vv fierci" tnm\^\U^OM?. ^^^\otv c^i-A^^ 
Jn mil iivAl accents wWrj'fviv^ fe^itix ^!w^- 'ST-^'^^ 
-A srr. : rc:liJ cor ncll of c lev ngt\ ^<i^« • 



ome pious drops the cioim^ ^, 
/en from the tomb the voice of Natur< 
i'en in our afliesf live their wonted firt 
For thee, who, mindful of th' unhonc 
Doft in thofe lines their artlcfs tale relal 
If chance, by lonely Contcmplaiion led] 
Some kindred fpirit fliall enquire thy fat 
Haply fome hoary-headed fwaiu may 
" Oft' have we feeu him, at the peep o 
*« Brufhing with hafly fieps the dews av 
••^ To meet the fun up^m the upland la' 
** There, at the foot of yonder nodd 
«« TJiat wreathes it'i old fantalHc root 
«* His liillefs length at noon-tide woul 
" And pore upon the brook that babb 
♦< Hard by yon* wood, now fmllinj 
' • -~ >.;« v;a\*T»ard fancicp, hf 
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** A^nother came 5 nor yet befidc the rill, 

** ^or up the lawn, nor at the wood, was he : 1 1: 

** The next, with dirges due, in fad array, 
*' Slow thro* the church way -path we faw him borne 
** Approach, and read (for thou canft read) the lay 
*• Grav'd on the ftonc beneath yon' aged thorn."§ 

THE EPITAPH. 
TTERE refts his head upon the lap of Earth,. 

A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown : 
Pair Science frowii'd not on his humble biith, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. I2( 

Large was his bounty, and his foul fincerc; 
Heav*n did a recompcnfc as largely fend: 
He gave to niis'ry all he had, a tear ; iz, 

He gain'd from f Icav'n ('twas all he wiih'd) a friend 

No further feek his merits to difclofc, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repofc*) 
The bofom of his Father and his God. ill 

Him have we ft^en the greenwood fide along, 
While o'er the heath we hy'd, our labour done, 
Oft* as the woodlark pip'd her farewcl foiig. 
With wiilful eyes purfuc the fctting fun. 
§ In the early editions the following lines were ad 
ded, but the parenthelis was thought too long: 

There fraitcrM oft', the earlicft of the year, 
Bv hanrl': uniVcn, are fliowVs of vi'lets found ; 
The ri-tili.'valt loves to build and warble there, 
And little tootfteps lightly \}rint the ^tour.d. 



, * And foft humanity were there, 
t In agony 9 in death, refign'dy 
I She felt the woUnd (he left behk 
v{!: Her in£uit image here Mow 
Sitt finiling on a father's woy 
Whom what awaits while yet h' 
Along the lonely vale of days ? 
A pang, to fecret forrow dear, 
A figh, an unavailing tear, 
TiXL time fliall ev'ry grief remov 
i i With life, with memory, and wi 
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TRANSLATION FRO 

^* 'piURD in the labours of the 
^ "^ With fturdyftcp and flow. 
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en with a tempeft's whirl and wary eye 

rfu'd hiscaft, and hurl'd the orb on high ; 

e orb on high, tenacious of it's courle^ lo 

He to the mighty arm that gave it force» 

' overleaps all bound, and joys to fee 

ancient lord fecure of vi^ory : 
e theatre's green height and woody wall 
emble ere it precipitates it's fall ; 15 

ie pond'rous mafs (inks in the cleaving ground* 
bile vales and woods and echoing hills reboimd. 

when from ^Etna's fmoking fummit broke, 
L€ e^'elefs Cyclops heav'd the craggy rock, 
here Ocean frets beneath the dafliing oar, 20 

.d parting furges round the vefTel roar ; 
was there he aim'd the meditated harm, 
id fcarce UlyfTes TcapM his giant arm^ 
tiger's pride the vidlor bore away, 
ith native fpots and artful labour gay, 35 

Ihining border round the margin roU'd, 
id calm'd the terrors of his claws in gold. 27 

Cixmbrld^e^ May Ztby 1 736. 



GRAY OF HIMSELF. 

"'GO poor for a bribe, and too proud to importune, 
• He had not the method of making a fortune; 
)uld love and could hate, fo was thought fomething 
very great wit, he believ'd in a God : [odd ; 

port or a pcnfion he did not dellre. 
It left church and ftatc to ChaxYttTa^tv^Mco^-wifiv 
Squire* 

FINIS. 
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though 'weeping virgins haunt bis favoured urriy 

Reneiv their chaplets^ and repeat their ft gbs ; 
^Though near bis tomb Sabean odours burti^ 

the loitering fragrance t ivill it reach tbejkies ? 
JVb, Jhould bis Delia 'votive -wreaths prepare, 

Delia Tn'gbt place the votive 'wreaths in vain : 
ITet th: dear hope of Delia's future carey 

Once crozvnd bis pleafures^ and difpell^d bis pain, 

SH£NSTONE, ELtG. II. 
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LOVE ELEGIES. 

« Virginibus puerifque canto," 
ELEGY I. 

On bis falling in Love with Na^ra, 

tjAREWEL that liberty our fathers gave, 

In vain they gave, their fons rcceiv'd in vain : 
I faw Nesera, and her inftant flave, 
Though bom a Briton, hugg'd the fervilc chain. 

Her ufage well repays my coward heart. 
Meanly Ihe triumphs in her lover's fliame, 
No healing joy relieves his conftant fmart, 
NTo fmile of love rewards the lofs of fame. 
Oh, that to feel thefe killing pangs no more^ 
Hi Scythian hills I lay a fenfelefs ftone, 
''as fix*d a rock amidft the watry roar, 
id in the vafl Atlantic flood alone. 
Idieu, ye mufes, or my paffion aid, 
'ly Ihould I loiter by your idle fpring ? 
humble voice would move one onl/ maidy 
I Ihc contemns the trifles which I fing. 
io not aft the lofty Epic ftrain, 
ftrive to paint ihe wonders of the fphere; 
r fing one cruel maid to gain, 
, ye mufes, if ihe will notKeax. 
wore in .v/elefs innocence V\\ pVcvt^ 
liltyprefents win the greedY i^vc^ 
A % 



Unwife who firit, the charm ot nature loi 
With Tyr-.an purple foilM the fnowy fhcep 
Unwifer Hill v>ho feas and mountains croft. 
To dig the rock, and fearch the pearly deq 

Thefe coftly toys our filly fair furprifc. 
The Ihining follies cheat their feeble fight. 
Their hearts fccure in trifles, love defpife, 
'Tls vain to court them, but more vain to ' 
WTiy did the gcJ.- conceal the little min 
And earthly thour^hts beneath a heavenly 1 
Forget the worth that dignifies mankind, 
Yet fmooth and polifh fo each outward gr 
Hence all the blame that Love and Ven 
Hence pleafure ihort, and angulfli ever long 
Hence tears and fighs, and hence the peev 
The froward lover— hence this angry fong 
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Yet p^n and death attend on war and fpoil, 
Unfated vengeance and remorfelefs rage. 

To purchafe fpoil, even love itfelf is fold, 
Her lover's heart is leaft Nesera's care, 
And I through war mull feek detefted gold, 
Not for myfelf, but for my venal fair: 

That while (he bends beneath the weight of drcfs, 
The ftifFen'd robe may fpoil her eafy mien ; 
And art miftaken make her beauty lefs, 
While ftill it hides fome graces better feen. 

But if fuch toys can win her lovely fmile. 
Hers be the wealth of Tagus' golden fand, 
Hers the bright gems that glow in India's foil. 
Hers the bJack fons of Afric's fultry land. 

To pleafe her eye let every Ipom contend. 
For her be rifled ocean's pearly bed* 
But where, alas ! would idle fancy tend. 
And Ibothe with dreams a youthful poet's head ? 

Let others, by the cold unloving maid, 
In forc'd embraces atfl the tyrant's part. 
While I their felfifh luxury upbraid. 
And fcorn the perfon where I doubt the heart. 

Thus warm'd by pride, I think I love no more. 
And hide in threats the weaknefs of my mind : 
In vain,— though rcafon fly the hated door. 
Yet Love, the coward Love, ftill lags behind. 

ELEGY DL 

/Te upbraids and threatens the avarice «f Neara^ and 
refolves to quit ber» 

Should Jove defccnd in ftooda oi V\c^\^ ««^> 
'And golden torrents ftreatn froia cvtt-^ ^^t^> 
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Til at r ravin jr bofom ft ill would heave for xnorcy 
Not all the j^ocls coiild fatisfy thy heart: 

But may thy folly which can thus difdain 
My hontll love, the mighty wrong repay* 
May iniihiight fire involve thy fordid ^in, 
Ant^ rn tin- fiiining heaps of rapir.o pre}' : 

May all the youths, like me, by love dcceivM, 
Not qutiich the ruin, but applaud the doom ; 
And, when thou dy'ft,may not one heart be griev'di 
May not one tear bedew the lonely tomb. 

But ihedefcrving, tender, generous maid, 
^^'l.oii' only cai-e is her poor lover's mind, 
Thoiijrij rwthlefsage may bid her beauty fade. 
In evtiN iVicndto love, a friend fliall find: 

Aiicl, when the lamp of lite will bum no more^ 
\\'iif.ii oead flie feems as In a gentle flcep, 
Tl.i: pitying ncij:hbonr fliall her lofs deplore, 
An<i roiiid tlif bier aiTenibled lovers v/cep : 

V\'lih flowery garlands, each revolving year, 
Shall llrow the grave wliere truth and foftnefs refts. 
Then home retnming, drop the pious tear. 
And bid the turf lie eafy on her brcaft. 

ELEGY IV. 

To lis ffirndj •written unJcr the coijinemeni vf a long 

ini'ifpofttiitn, 

"While calm you fit beneath your fecret fhade. 
And ^'uc in plcafing thought the fummcr-day, ■ 
Or ten-.pt the wifh of fome unpra<5lis'd n^iid, 
T) iinil J:.:artat once inclines and i<:2iTs\o dray: 
77;f» /])n'trhtly vigour of my yovilYi '\ft^c^> 
onclyand lick, on death is ail tny OaoN^-^.^^ 



Oh, fpare, Perfephone, this guilUefs head. 
Love, too much love, is all thy fuppliant's fault. 

No virgin's cafy faith I e'er betrayed, 
My tongue ne'er boafted of a feign'd embrace^ 
K"o poifons in the cup have I conveyM, 
Nor vcil'd deftrudlion with a friendly face: 

No fecret horrors gnaw this quiet breaft. 
This pious hand ne'er robb'd the facrcd fane, 
I ne'er difturb'd the gods eternal reft 
With curfes loud, — but oft have pray'd in vain. 

No ftealth of time has thinn'd my flowing hair. 
Nor age yet bent me with his iron hand ; 
All ! why fo foon the tender bloflbm tenr! 
Ere autumn yet the ripen'd fruit demand ? 

Ye gods, whoe'er in gloomy fiiades below, 
Now flowly tread your melancholy round; 
Now wandering, view the puleful rivf^rs flow, 
And mufing, hearken to their folemn found : 

Oh, let me ftlll enjoy the cheerful diy. 
Till, many years unheeded o'er me roll'd, 
Pleas'd in my age, I trifle life away, 
Ajid tell how much he lov'd, ere I grew old. 

But you, who now, with feftlve garlands crown'd. 
In chafe of plcafure the gay momrnts.fpend. 
By quick enjoyment heal love's pleafir.g wound, 
And grieve for nothing but your abftnt fritiid. 




1 111 creeping ilumber foothc his troi 
I-ct TiOt a whifpcr fllr tlie filcnt air. 
If haplefs love a while confeut to refl 

Untoward guards befet my Cynth 
And cruel Jocks th' imprifon'd fair c 
May lightnings blaft whom love in vj 
And Jove's own thunder rive thofe be 

Ah ! gentle door, attend my hum! 
Kor let thy founding hinge or thefts 
So all my curfes far from thee ihall fa 
We angry lovers mean not half we fa 

Remember now the flowery wreath 
When lirft I told thee of my bold defii 
Kor thou, O Cynthia, fear the watch: 
Venus will favour what herfelf infpire 

She guides the youth who fee not wh 
She fhows thf virrrt*^ v — '-- ' 
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11 the hardfhips I for love fuHain, 
th love's vldlorious joys at lafl becrownM : 
Vith fuddcn ftep let none our blifs furprife, 
check the freedom of fccurc delight— 
h man, beware, and Ihut thy curious eyes, 
t angr)- Venus fnatch their guilty fight. 
•ut fhouldft thou fee, th' important fecret hide, 
Dugh queftion'd by the powers of earth and hcav'n 
t prating tongue fhall love's revenge abide, 
1 fue for grace, and never be forgiven. 
L wizard dame, the lover's ancient friend, 
Lh magic charms has deaft thy hulband's ear, 
ler command I faw the ftars defcend, 
I winged lightnings flop the mid career, 
faw her flamp, and cleave the folid ground, 
lile ghaftly fpec5lres round us wildly roam; 
A' them hearken to her potent found, 
1, fcar'd at day, they fought their drear)' home, 
it her command the vigorous fummer pines, 
Iwintery clouds obfcure the hopeful year; 
her flrong bidding, gloomy winter fliincs, 
1 vernal rofes on the fnows app' ar. 
he gave thefc charms, which I on thee beflow, 
2y dim the eye, and dull the jealous mind, 
me they make a hufband nothing know, 
me, and only me, they make him blind : 
Jut what did moft this faithful heart furprife, 
boafted that her (kill could fet it free : 
is faithful heart the boafted ftetdtyn\^\'»V 
F could it venture to abatidotv OafcO* 



1 



v^iucious nope liiu holds the fleeting I 
She tells them ftill,— To-morrow will 

She tells me, Delia, I (hall thee obta 
But can I liftcn to her fyren fong. 
Who feven flow months have dragg 
So long thy lover, and defpis'd fo long 

By all the joys thy deareft Cxlia ga 
Let not her once-lov*d friend unpitied 
So may her afhes find a peaceful grave 
And fleep uninjur'd in their facred un 

To her I firft avow'd my timorous f 
She nursM my hopes, and taught mc 1: 
She ftill would pity what the wife mig. 
And feci for weaknefs which flie neve 

Ah, do not grieve the dear lamente 
That hovering round us all my fufferi: 
She is mv faint : to her mv nravers j»ri 
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Ceafe, cruel man, the mournful theme forbear, 
Though much thou fuffer, to thyfelf complain : 
Ah, to recal the fad remembrance fpare, 
One tear from her, is more than all thy pam, 

ELEGY VII. 

On Delia s being in the Country ^ where hefuppofetjhi 
Jiays to fee the Harvejl, 

Now Delia breathes in woods the fragrant air. 
Dull are the hearts that ftill in town remain, 
Venus herfelf attends on Delia there. 
And Cupid fports amid the fylvan train. 

Oh, with what joy, my Delia to behold ! 
^'d prefs the fpade, or wield the weighty prong, 
^uide the flow plough-fhare through the ilubbom 

mold. 
And patient goad the loitering ox along : 

The fcorching heats I'd carelefsly defpife, 
^or heed the bliflers on my tender hand ; 
The great Apollo wore the fame difguife, 
*-ike me fubduM to love's fupremc command. 

1^0 healing herbs could foothe their mafler's pain, 
The art of phyilc loll, and ufelefs lay, 
To Peneus' flream, and Tempe's Ihady plain, 
*^e drove his herds beneath the noon-tide ray: 

Oft with a bleating lamb in eitl^^r arm, 
^is blufliing fifter faw him pace along ; 
^^t would his voice the filcnt N2\\e^ cXvmtkv, 
*^ lowing oxen broke the tetv^er fetv«^- 

HTiere are his triumplis^. NvVertiVvs ^^^^^^ 
M«¥ by his darta the cr eftad FvOftOO- ^ * 



\s \/r r fathers ktt their iieius uiiiuwii« 
tlri'.oJ wns acorns, love their fole employ, 
( y nur> tlicy likM, they ftay'd but till alone, 
.1 in each valley InatchMthe honcftjoy. 
Xo v.akchil guard, no doors to Hop defire, 
.;!< L- Iwijrn- times! — IJut oh, 1 fondly ravel 
:.'! i;io to Dcha, all her eyes infplre 
1 lI'j. — rU ploLi^hjOr dig, as Delia's flave« 

ELEGY Vin. 

He (fefiairs tLut be ft: all n'er pftjfefs Delia* 

An, what avails thy lover's pious care? 
is luvjih inccnfe clouds the fky in vain, 
or wealth iicr grc'i.tncljj was his idle pcayer, 
or Jice *il()ne he pray'd, thee hopM to gain: 
With thee 1 hopM to waflc the f leafing day, 
"■i '-^ »'..tr rirms an aeeof jcy waspaft, 
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in her yielded beauties to my breaft, 
fs her wearied eye- lids till they clofe. 
id, O Juno! with thy fober ear, 
, gay Venus, parent of defire; 
le fond wifli, if you refufe to hear, 
me with this figh of love expire ! 

E L E G Y IX. 

He has lojl Delia, 

n\\o could firfl two gentle hearts unbind^ 

'b a lovep of his weeping fair, 

ras the man, but harder, in my mind, 

vcr ftillj who dy*d notof dcfpair: 

a mean difguifje let others nature hide, 

imic virtue with the paint of art, 

the cheat of reafon's foolilh pride, 
)aft the graceful weaknefs of my heart. 

more I think, the more I feel my pain, 
:arn the more each heavenly charm to prize; 

fools, too light for paiTion, fafe remain, 
all fenfalion keeps the ftupid wife. 
is my day, and fad my lingciing night, 
. wrapt in filent grief, \ weep alone, 
is loft, and all my paft delight 
■ the fource of unavailing moan. 
ere is tlie wit that heighten'd beauty'^ charms > 
t is the face that fed my longing eyes? 
e is the fhape that might have bleft my armsj 
e are thofe hopes relentlels fate denU* \ 
en fpent with endlefe ^ue^\ ^vt"a^.^a^^ 
nay come, and fee my ^oox xciwixos^ir-.^ 
B 



To foothe the hovering foul, be 
With plaintive cries to lead the m< 
In fable weeds the golden vafe to b 
And cull my afhes with thy tremb: 

Panchaia's odours be their coftl^^ 
And all the pride of Afia's fragran 
Give them the treafures of the far 
And, what is ftill more precious, g 

Dying for thee, there is in deatl 
Let all the world thy haplefe lover 
No filent urn the noble pafTion hid 
But deeply graven thus my fufferir 

Here lies a youth, borne down \ 
He could not long his Delia's lofs a 
Joy left his bofom with the partinj 
And when he durft no longer hope 
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rhon happy genius of her natal liour, 

cept her inceiifc, il iier thoughts be kind ; 

t let her court in vain thy angry power, 

all our vows are blotted from her mind. 

And thou, O Venus ! hear my righteous pra^, 

? bind the fhepherdefs, or loofe the fwain, 

?t rather guard them both with equal care, 

ad let them die together in thy chain : ^ 

What I demand, perhaps her heart defires, 

It virgin fears her nicer tongue reftrain ; 

he fecret thought, which bluftiing love infpires, 

he confcious eye can full as well explain. 

ELEGY XL 

^ainji Lovers gninj^ to War, in which he philofophically 
prefers L%ve and Delia to the mtr* ferious Vanities of the 
JVorld. 

The man who fharpen'd firft the warlike fteel, 
W fell and deadly was his iron heart, 
e gave the wound encountering nations feel, 
•ad death grew ftronger by his fatal art : 

Yet not from fleel debate and battle rofe, 
Tis gold overturns the even fcale of life, 
I^ature is free to all, and none were foes, 
'ill partial luxury began the ftrife. 

Let fpoil and victory adorn the bold, 
^'hile I inglorious neither hope nor fear, . 
erifh tlie thirft of honour, thirft of gold, 
re for my abfence Delia lofe a tear: 

VJhyfhould the lover quit V^s ^jVt-Bi^^xv^VwKv^^ 

fearch of danger on foine f orev^vv ^x*i>x«A\ 
B % 



'JJK^n full of love to all licr charms rt 
And iold her Munilnj; to my eager brcal 
'i'iil, quite oVrcomc with foftnefs, with 
Like me (he pants, (he faints, and fmks t 

i:legy XII. 

To Delia. 

No fecondiove fliall e'er my heart fuq 
This Iblemn league did firft our paflion b 
I'hou, only thou, canft pleafe thy lover's 
Thy voice alone can footte his troubled i 

Oh, that thy charms were only.fair to r 
Difplcafe all others, and fecure my reft, 
No need of envy, — let me happy be, 
I little care that others know me bleft. 

With thee in gloomy defer! s let me dw 
"Wliere never hnmnn f/x«*^ 
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chains I'll fit me down at Venus' fane, 
le knows my wrongs, and will regard my prayer. 

EI.EGY XIII. 

r imagines bimfelf married to Delia ^ and that content tvith 

each other, they are retired into the Country, 
Let others boaft their heaps of (liining gold, 
id view their fields, with waving plenty croviTi'd, 
horn neighbouring foes in conftant terror hold, 
id trumpets break their flumbers, never found; 
Mliilc calmly poor I trifle life away, 
ijoy fwcet Icifnre by my chearful fire, 
D wai:ton hope my quiet fhall betray, 
tt,, cheaply blcft, I'll fcorn each vain defire. 
With timely care I'll fow my little field, 
id plant my orchard with it's mafter's hand, 
>r blufh to fpread the hay, the hpok to wield, 
'range my fheaves along the funny land. 
If late at dufk, while carelefsly I roam, 
nect a ftrolling kid, or bleating lamb, 
idermy arm I'll bring the wanderer home:, 
id not^ little chide it's thoughtlcfs dam. 
What joy to hear the tempeft howl m vain, 
k1 clafp a fearful nilflrefs to my breaft ? 
•, iuU'd to il limber by the beating rain, 
rure and happy, fink at laft to reft ? 
Or, if the fun in flaming Leo ride, 
fliady rivers indolently flray, 
d with my Delia, walking fide by fide, 
ar how they murmur, as they glide awa.**; \ 
What joy to wind along iVve cooXxtVc^'dX-i 
^op, and (;a2t: on Delia asl ^o1 
^3 



.>'>lJ'i u\:\.\\. who imis oi iivji j'imvciv, 
;:ii j:\;1 \\;:i;(Iw'r witli .imMtioii's wii.d, 
il^ (^i:t\\\;r»l tr.nj.inp? Ipokchiin hkif, 
•cl tlic fickncrs ot' his confcious mind ! 
her T fiorn tJie idle breath of praifc, 
ft tohappincfs tluit's not our own; 
ih* of fortiint' nii^rlit fufpicion raiic, 
c I know tli:'.t J jni Iov\? alone. 
K)]'C, in wii'lom as in wit divine, 
c, anci plead Britannin's i,dnrioiis caiifc, 
cady rein liis eaj^cr wit confine, ^ 

nanly fcnfc tlie dt-ep attL'ntir»n draws. f 

tar.hopc fptak Ills liftcning cuuniry s wroDgli 

ixblc voice ftiall plcafe the partial maid ; 

• alone I pen my tender ^onj;, 

y fittin?; in his friendly fhadc. 

lope Ihall come, a^'d gr^ice his rural friend, ■ 
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For her a goat-herd climb the mountain's brow. 
And fleep extended on the naked rock: 

Ah, what avails to prefs the ftately bed, 
And far from her 'midft taflelefs grandeur weep, 
By marble fountains lay the penfive head, 
I And, while they murmur, flrive in vain to fleep ; 

Delia alone can pleafe, and never tire. 
Exceed the paint of thought in true-delight; 
With her, enjoyment wakens new defire. 
And equal rapture glows through every night: 

Beauty and worth in her alike contend. 
To charm the fancy, and to fix the mind ; 
In her, my wife, my miftrefs, and my friend, 
I talle the joys of fcnfeand reafon joinM. 

On her I'll gaze, when others loves are o'er, 
And dying prefs her with my clay-cold hand— 
Thou wecp'll already, as I were no more, 
I^orcan the gentle l^reaft the thought withftand. 

Oh, when I die, my lalell moments fpare, 
Kor let thy grief with fharper torments kill, 
Wound not thy cheeks, nor hurt that flowing hair, 
I'hough I am dead, my foul Ihall love thee llill: 

Oh, quit the room, oh, quit tlic deathful bed, 
Or thou wilt die, fo tender is tliy heart ; 
Oh, leave me, Delia, ere tliou fee me dead, 
Th«fe weeping friends will do thy mournful part: 

Let them, extended on the decent bier. 
Convey the corfe in melancholy Hate, 
Tlircugh all the village fpread rhe tender tear, 
V'liile pitying maids our wou<Viovx%\QiH^%^^-!i^^v 



•A eafc.=''«i.'^^^,taa. .Afferent ftyle, 
nous ri^ °' I, of M.Uon s Jacre 

, ,U the glory °f;^;^^,,„«*e heart- 
-«*ft'^nt:ndvlrt«e,leavetheaEC 
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And yon, O Weft, with her your partner dear, 
Whom Iccial mirth 3nd uleful It-iiie commend, 
With learauig's feaft my drooping mind Ihall cheer. 
Glad to efcapc from love to fucha friend. 

But why, fo long my weaker heart deceive ? 
Ah, ftlU I love. In pride and reaforis fpite, 
No books, alas ! my painful thoughts relieve, 
And while I threat, this elegy I write. 

ELEGY XV. 

To Mr, George Grenville, 

Oh, form'd alike to ferve us, and to pleafe ; 
Polite with honefty, and learn'd with eafe ; 
"With heart to a<ft, with genius to retire ; 
Open yet wife; though gentle, full of fire: 
With thee I fcorn the low conftraint of art, 
Nor fear to truft the follies of my heart ; 
Hear then from what my long defpair arofc. 
The faithful flory of a lover's woes. 
When, in a fober melancholy hour, 
ReiUicM by ficknefs under reafon's power, 
I viewM my flate, too little weigh M before. 
And love himfelf could flatter me no more, 
My Delia's hopes I would no more deceive. 
But whom my pafiion hurt, through friendfhip leave j 
1 chofe the coldeft words my heart to hide, 
And cure her fcx's weaknefs through it's pride : 
The prudence which I taught, I ill purfu'd. 
The charm my reafon broke, my heart renew'd: 
Again /i/bmi/Iive to her feet \ e"axv\t. 
And prov'd too well m^ ^^LCvoivXi-j Tcq ^cyaxa^N 
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»...cv a the grofl-eft arts that malice rr 
Nor once in thought was on her lovei 
• \ where were then the fcenes of fa 
Oh, wi-ere the friend, the millreft, an, 
Her years of promis'd love were quick 
J^ot two revolving moons could fee th 
To Stow's delightful fcenes I now n.pa 

InCobhamsfmiletoIofethegloomo, 
Nor fear that he my weaknefs Ihould < 

In nature lean,ed. and humanely wife: 

W.h„,idadv,cemylifteninggrieffl« 
WuhfenfetocounfeI,andwithwitto 
A Roman s virtue with a courtier's eaft 
Nor you, my friend, whofe heart i, ftiH 
Contemn the human weaknefs of my b, 
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ELEGY XVI. 

To Mifs Daflnv99d. 

O t A Y, thou dear pofleflbr of my breaft^ 
Where's now my boafted liberty and reft ! 
Where the gay moments which I once have known! 
Q, where that heart I fondly thought my own ! 
From place to place I folitary roam, . j 

Abroad uneafy, not content at home. ^^ . 

I fcorn the beauties common eyes adore; 
The more I view them, feel thy worth the more; 
Uiimov'd I hear them fpeak, or fee them fair. 
And only think on thee, who art not there. 
In vain would books their formal fuccour lend. 
Nor wit nor wifdom can relieve their friend ; 
"Wit can't deceive the pain I now endure, 
And wifdom fhows the ill without the cure. 
VV^hen from tliy fight I wafte the tedious day, 
, A thoufand fchcmcs I form, and things to fay ; 
*But when thy prefence gives the time I feek. 
My heart's fo full, I wifh, but cannot fpeak. 

And could I fpeak with eloquence and eafr. 
Till now not ftudious of the art to plcafe, 
Could I, at woman who fo oft exclaim, 
Expofe (nor blufli) thy triumph and my (hame, 
Allure thofe maxims I fo lately priz'd. 
And court that fex I fooliftily defpis'd. 
Own thou haft foften'd my obdurate mind, 
And thus reveng'd the wrongs of vjCiTc\:iixvV\\A\ 
Lofi were my words, and fruitMs 2\\ m^ ^^vcw^ 
In vain to tell thee, all I write iivNaXtv % 
J^V humble fighs fhall only re^c\v t>cv^ ^'a-'^*'* 
^^ii^AlI my eloquence ftiaUbc m^ ^^^^*_^ 




And now (for more I never muft pretend) 



'llioulands will fain thy little heart cnftiarcy 
Tor without danger none like thee are fair; 
l^ul willly choofc who btft dcferves thy flamCy 
So (hall the choice itfelf become thy fame ; 
Nor yet defpife, though void of winning art, 
The plain and honeft courtfhip of tlie heart : 
The Ikilfiil tongue in love's perfuafive lore, / 

Though lefs it feels, will pleale and flatter more, 
Aud, meanly learned in that guilty trade. 
Can long abufe, a fond, unthinking maid. 

And fince their lipd, fo knowing to deceive. 
Thy une.xperienc'd youtli might foon believe; 
And fince their tears, in falfe fubmilTion dreft. 
Might thaw the icy coldncfs of thy brcaftj 
() ! (hut thine eyes to fuch deceitful wo; 
Caught by the beauty of thy outward ihow. 
Like iiic ihty do not love, xthate'er they fcem. 
Like nic — with paflion founded on efleem. 




